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The  Tragedy  ^Othello  the  Moore 
of  Venice. 

Enter  Isgo  and  Rdderigo* 

X°dt  §KnsH§Ufh  5  Never  ttU  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly 
^|  ^^That  rhc  u  who  lull  had  my  purfe, 
tfijjfrjijfflAs  if  the  ilrings  were  thine,  fhculd'ft  know  of  this, 
/dg.'But  you'i  not  heare  me, 

IF  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didll  hold  him  in  thy  hate, 
lag.  Defbifc  me  if  I  do  not :  three  great  ones  of  the  City 

In  perfonall  fuit  to  make  rre  his  Lieutenant, 

Oft  capt  to  him,  and  by  the  faith  of  man, 

I  know  my  price,  1  am  worth  no  worfc  a  place. 

But  he  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofer, 

Evades  them,  with  a  bumbaft  circumftance, 

Horribly  fluft  with  Epithites  ofwarre  : 

Ncn-fuiu  my  Mediarors :  for  certes,  (  faiesf  he) 

1  have  already  chofe  my  Officer,  and  what  was  he  > 

Forfooth,a  great  Arithmetitian, 

One  AlichaelCajsie,  a  Florentine, 

A  fellow  almoft  dambd  in  a  fair  wife, 

That  never  fet  a  fqu  jdron  in  the  field, 

Nor  thediviiion  of  a  Battell  knows, 

Moiethtn  a  SpinftVr ,  unlefle  fheblockifh  Thcorique* 

Where  n  the  t<  ngued  Con;uls  can  propofe 

As  maOerly  as  he  :  meere  prattle  without  pracYtfe, 

Is  all  his  Suuldier-fhip;  but  he  fir  had  iheelecYicn, 

And  Lofw  horn  bis  eyes  had  feen  theprcofe, 

At  Rhodes.  ai'CipresyUnd  on  other  grounds, 

Chrif  n\i  ancf Heathen,  mur  be  be-leed  and  calm'd, 

By  Debitor  and  Creditor,  this  Cctinter-Cafter : 
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He  V.  in  good  time  }  muft  bis  Lciutenant  be, 

And  I  Sir  (  bleilethe  mark  )  his  Moorefhips  Ancient. 

Rod.  By  heaven  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman 

lag.  Btrt  thei\  no  remedy, 
Tis  the  curfc  of  (ervice, 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affe&ion, 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  heire  to  the  tirft  ; 
Now  fir  be  judge  your  felfe, 
Whether  L  in  any  juit  tcarm  am  affined 
to  love  the  Moore  ? 

Rtfd.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

lag*  O  fir,  content  you. 
Ifollow  him  to  ferve  my  turne  upon  him, 
We  cannot  ail  be  matters,  nor  all  matters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed,  you  (hall  marke 
Many  adutious  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
That  v  doting  on  his  own  o6fequious  bondage  ) 
Weaves  out  his  time  much  like  his  matters  Afle, 
For  nought  but  provender,  and  hee's  old  cafhierd, 
Whip  me  fuch  honeft  knaves  : 
Others  there  are. 

Who  trimm'd  in  formes  and  vifages  of  duty. 

Keep  yet  their  hearts,  attending  on  themfelves, 

And  throwing  but  (hewes  of  fervice  on  their  Lords  3 

Doe  well  thrive  by  'cm, 

And  when  they  havclin'd  their  coates, 

Doe  themfelves  homage, 

Thofe  fellows  have  fome  foule, 

>4nd  fuch  a  one  do  I  prafefie  my  felfe,-— for  fir 

It  is  as  fure  a*  you  are  Rodertgo^ 

Were  1  the  Moore,  I  would  not  be  I  ago : 

In  following  him,  1  {ollott  but  my  felfe  : 

Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I, 

for  love  and  duty,  but  teeming  fo,  for  my  pecular  end : 
For  when  my  out  ward  action  doth  demonftrate 
The  native  aft,  and  figure  of  my  heart,  > 
In  complement  externe,  Vis  not  locg  after, 
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But  I  will  weare  my  heart  upon  my  fleevt, 

ForDawestopeckeat, 

I  am  not  what  I  am.  _  . 

jW.  What  a  full  fortune  docs  the  thicklips  (We,  . 
If  he  can  carry 't  thus  ? 

Jag.  Call  up  her  father, 
Rowk  him,  make  after  him,poyfon  hi?  delight, 
Prodaimehimin  theftrect,incenfeher  Kinfmen, 
And  tho  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  fiyes :  tho  that  his  joy  be  joy, 
Yet  throw  fuch  changes  of  vexation  out, 
As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  fathers  houfr,  ile  call  aloud, 

Jag-  Do  with  like  timerous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 
As  when  by  night  and  negligence,  the  rire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod-  What  ho,  Brabantio>  Seignior  Brabanti^  he. 

lag*  Awake,  vrhat  ho,  Brabantio% 
Theeves,  theeves,  theeves : 

Look  to  your  houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  bags, 
Theeves,  theeves. 

Brabantio  at  a  window* 

Bra-  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  fuatmons  ? 
What  is  the  mat'er  there  > 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  > 

lag-  Are  your  doors  loekt  ? 

Bra.  Why  wherefore  aske  you  this  ? 

lag-  Sir  you  are  robb*d5  for  (hamc  put  on  your  gown, 
Your  heart  is  burft,  you  have  loft  halre  you  fottl  5 
Even  now,  very  noxv,  an  old  black  Ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  Ewe  j  arife,arife, 
Awake  the  fnorrng  Citizens  wkh  ch^  b*U, 
Gr  elfe  the  Devill  will  make  a  Grandlirc  of  you,  arift  I  fad* 

Bra-  What,  have  you  loft  your  wlts> 

Rod.  Moft  reverend  Seignior,  do  you  know  my  Voice  1 

Bra-  Not  I,  what  are  you  ? 

Red*  My  name  is  Rederigo. 
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Bra,  The  worfc  welcome, 
I  have  charg'd  thee  net  to  haunt  about  my  doors, 
In  honeit  plainneflfr,  thou  had  heard  me  fay 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee,  and  now  in  madneffr, 
Being  full  of  (upper,  and  diltempering  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  doft  thou  come 
To  rtart  my  quiet? 

Rod.   Sir,  lir,  fir. 
t ,  Bra.  But  thou  muft  n*eds  be  fore 
My  i'pirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power, 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee* 
Rod.  Patience  good  fir- 

LV.r.  What,  tell' ft  thou  me  of  robbing  .'this  is  Ue»icey 
My  houfe  is  not  agraunge. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabantip^ 
In  Irmple  and  pure  foul  I  come  to  you. 

lag.  Sir,  you  arconeofthofe,  that  will  not  fcrve  God,  if  the 
Devili  bid  you,  Becaufewe  come  to  do  youlervice,  you  cYmke 
we  are  Paimans,  youle  have  your  daughter  covered  widi  a  Barbary 
horfc ,  youle  have  your  Nephews  neigh  to  you  j  youie  have  Couc- 
fers  for  Coufens,  and  Gennets  for  Germans, 

Bra  What  prophane  wretch  art  thou  >  , 

Jag.  I  am  one  fir,  that  dmie  to  tell  you,  your  daughter,  and  the 
Mooie,  arc  now  making  the  Beaft  with  two  backs, 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  villaine. 

Jag.  You  are  a  Senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  (halt  anfwer,!  know  thee  Roderigo. 

Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing  :  but  I  befecch  you, 
If  K  be  your  plea fn re,  and  moft  wifeconfenc, 
(  As  partly  I  find  it  is }  that  your  fairedaughtcr 
At  this  od  cven,and  dull  watch  oth*  night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfc  nor  better  guard. 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,a  G^»df//ery 
To  the  grolfe  clafpes  of  a  lafcivious  Moore  : 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  to  your  allowance, 
Wee  then  have  done  you  bold  and  fawcy  wrongs? 
Bit  if  you  know  notthir,my  manners  tell  me, 
Wee  have  your  wrone  rebuke  :  Do  not  bclteve 

That 
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That  from  thefenfeof  all  civility, 

I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence. 

Your  daughter  (  it  you  have  notgivmher  leave, 

1  fay  again  )  hath  made  a  groffc  revolt, 

Tying  her  duty,  beautie^  wit  and  fortunes, 

In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  Stranger, 

Ot  here,  and  every  where  :  Straight  fatisricy.  u  felfcj 

If  (be  be  in  her  chamber,  or  you  haue, 

Let  loofe  (  n  me  thejuiticcof  the  fta  t, 

For  thus  deluding  you . 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder^Ho  : 
Give  me  a  taper,  call  up  all  my  people  j 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dreame, 
Bdecfeof  it  opprefles  me  already  : 
Lifcht  I  fay,Jight. 

lag.  F  arewell, for  I  muft  leave  you, 
It  (ecms  not  meet,  nor  wholefome  to  my  place,, . 
To  be  produced  (  as  if  I  ftay  I  (hall, ) 
Againti  the  Moore,  for  I  doe  know  the  Oate, 
(  How  ever  this  my  gaulc  hrm  with  iome  checke  ) 
Cannot  with  fafetycatt  him, for  bee's  imbaik'd, 
With  fuch  loud  reafon,  to  the  Cipres  wars, 
(  Which  even  now  ftands  in  aft)  that  for  their  fouls, 
Another  of  his  fathomc,  they  have  none 
To  lead  their  bufincfle,  in  which  regard, 
Tho  I  do  hate  him,  as  I  do  hells  pains. 
Yet  for  neceffity  of  prefent  life, 
I  muft  fhew  out  a  flag,  and  fign  of  love,. 
Which  is  indeed  but  fign,  that  you  (hall  furcly  find  him 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  fcarch, 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.  So  farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter  Brabantio  in  his  night  govmey  and  ftrvants 
with  larches. 

Br#\  Tt  is  too  true  an  evill,  gone  fhc  is, 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  dcfpifed  time, , 
I  nought  but  blticrncflc  now  Koderigo, 

Where 
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\\  here  didll  thou  fee  her  >  O  unhappy  girle ! 
Wiih  the  Moore  faift  thou  >  who  would  be  a  father  ? 
How  didit  thou  know  'twas  (he  ?  (  O  (he  deceives  mi 
Paft  thought,  )  what  laidftic  to  you  >  get  more  tapers, 
Fvaife  all  my  kindred,  are  they  married  think  you  ? 
Rod*  Truly  I  think  they  arc 

Era*  O  hfaven3  how  got  (he  out  >  O  treafen  of  the  bloody 
Fathers  from  hence,  truft  not  your  daughters  minds, 
By  what  you  fee  them  aft :  is  there  not  charines, 
By  which  the  property  of  ycuth  and  manhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  have  you  not  read  Eoder'tgot 
Of  ibmcfuch  things? 

Rod*  Yes  fir,  1  have  indeed. 

Bra*  Call  up  my  Brother :  Q  would  you  had  had  Ikf, 
Some  one  way,  fome  another ;  do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her,  and  the  Moore? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  difcover  him,  if  you  plcafe 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on,  at  eveiy  houfc  ile  call, 
I  may  command  at  moft :  get  weapons  ho> 
And  raife  fomefpeciall  Officers  or  might : 
Ongood^?^r/^,iledc(crveyourpaines.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  attendants  with  Torches. 

Jag,  Tho  in  the  trade  of  warre,  I  have  fhin  men, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  fturTe  o'th  conference, 
To,  do  no  ccQtriv'd  murther ;  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  ferviee :  nineor  ten  times3 
I  had  thought  to  have  jerk'd  him  here, 
Under  the  ribbes. 

Oik.  Tis  better  as  it  is- 

lag*  Nay, but  he  prated. 
And  fpoke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Againft  your  Honour,  that  with  the  little  godlinefTe  I  have,1. 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him  :  but  I  pray  fir, 
Are  you  raft  man  icd  ?  For  be  fure  ot  this, 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  beloved, 
And  hath  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential!, 
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As  double  as  the  Duke,  he  w ill  divorce  you, 
Or  put  upon  you  what  reftraint,  and  greevances, 
Thelaw(w;th  all  his  might,  to  inforceiton,) 
Wecle  give  him  cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  doe  his  fpite, 
My  fervicc  which  1  have  done  the  Seigniorie, 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints,  tisyetto  know, 
\\  hich  when  1  know  that  boafting  is  an  honour, 
1  {hall  promulgate,!  fetch  my  life  and  being, 
From  men  ofroyall  night,  and  my  demerits, 
May  fpeak  unbonncted  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reacfe'd  for  know  logo, 
Fm  that  1  love  the  gentle  Defdemena, 
1  would  not,  my  vnhouled  tree  condition, 
fut  into  circumfcription  and  confine 
For  i he  fcas  worth,  Enter  Caflio  with  lights,  Officers 

Fm  looker  what  lights  come  yonder?  an 

li \g<  I  hefc  arc  the  raifed  Father  and  his  friends. 
You  were  bed  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I,  1  muftbefound, 
My  parts,  my  Tide,  and  my  perfect  foule, 
Shall  mainefeft  my  right  by  :  is  it  they  \ 

lag*  By  lams  I  thinke  no. 

Oth-  Thfi  krvants  of  ihe  Duke,  and  my  Leiutenant? 
The  gocdnefle  of  the  night  upon  you  (  friends, ) 
\\  hat  is  the  newes  > 

Caf  The  Duke  does  greet  you  (  Gencrall,) 
And  he  requires  your  haft,  poft.haft  appeareance, 
Even  on  the  in  flan  t. 

Oth.  What's  the  matter  thinke  you  ? 

Caf.  Something  form  Cipres,  as  I  may  divine, 
It  is  a  bufinefTe  of  Tome  heate,  the  Galleyes, 
Have  Cent  a  dozen  fcquent  meffengers 
This  very  n:ght  one  at  anothcrs  heels  : 
And  many  of  the  Confuls  rais'd5and  met, 
Arc  at  the  Dukes  already  ;y  ou  have  bin  hotly  cald  for, 
V>  hen  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  6e  found, 
The  Senate  fent  above  three  feverall  quefts. 
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To  fearch  you  out. 

Oth.  lis  well  J  am  found  by  you, 
I  will  but  (pend  a  word  here  in  the  houfe,  and.goe  with  you 

Caf.  Ancient,  whit  nukes  he  here  ? 

Faith  he  to  night,  hath  boorded  a  land  Garriaft,  , 
If  k  prove  iawfull  prize,  hce'o  made  for  ever, 

Caf.  I  doe  notunderfiand. 

Ia  Hce's  married.  ... 

Caf.  To  whom, 

Enter  Bjrabaniio,  Roderigo,  and  others*  with  lights 

and  weapons \ 
I  a.  Marry  to— Come  Captakie^.wilkyou  goe? 
Cth.  Ha'wjthyou 

Caf.  Here  corrn  e  another  troupe  to  feeke  for  you.-  , . 
I j.  it  is  Brabamh)  Gtnerall  be  advifed, 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

Oth.  Hola,ftand  there. 

Rod*  Seignior,  it  is  the  Moore. 

Bra,  Down  with  him  thiefe. 

lag.  You  Rodertgo^  come  fir,  I  am  for  you.  \ 

Oth.  Keepe  up  your  bright,  (words,  for  the  dew  will  ruft  cm, 
Good  Seignior  you  (ball  more  command  withy eares 
Then  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foule  theefe,where  haft  thou  flowed  my  daughter 
Dambd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  inchanted  her5 
For  Ilereferreme  to  all  things  ofilnfe, 
(  If  me  in  chains*  of  rnagick  were  not  bound  )  i 
Whether  a  maid  fo  tender,  faire,  and  happy. 
So  oppofitc  to  marriage,  that  (he  fhund 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have  (to  incurre  a  gencrall  mocke  )  , 
Runne  from  her  gardage  to  the  footy  bofosne 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou  ?  to  fear,  not  t©  delight :  , 
Iudge  me  the  world,  if  t'is  no  grofli  in  fenfe, 
That  thou  haft  pra&ifd  on  her  with  foule  charmes, 
Abufd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs  or  minerals, 
That  wti&cns  motion :  Ilchavc't  difputed  on  $ 
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Tis  portable  and  palpable  to  thinking  $ 
I  therefore  appr  cheed  and  doe  attach  thec, 
For  an  abufer  of  the  worId,a  pra&ifer 
Oi  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  warrant;  1 
Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  h*  do  refift3 
Subdue  him  at  hispcrill. 

Oth.  Hold  your  hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft  : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight, I  mould  haveknownfc', 
Without  a  prompter,  where  will  you  that  I  goc, 
To  anfwere  this  your  charge  > 
Bra.  To  prifon,  till  fit  time 

Of  Law,  and  courfe  of  direft  Scffion 

Call  thee  toanfwer, 
Oth.  What  if  I  do  obey, 

How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 

VVhofe  Meflengcrs  are  here  about  my  fide, 

Upon  fome  prefent  bufinefle  of  the  Stat*, 

To  bearc  me  to  him. 

Officer.  Tis  tine  mo  A  worthy  Seignior, 

7  he  Duke's  in  Councell,  and  your  noble  felfe 

J  amfureisfentfor.  9 

Bra.  How  ?  the  Duke  in  Counccll  ? 
In  this  time  of  the  night  f  bi  ing  him  away : 
Mint'*  not  an  idiecaufe  :  the  Duke  himfelfe 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
Cannot  but  feele  this  wrong  as  twere  their  owne. 
for  it  luch  adtjons,  may  have  paflagefrec 
BcndCava, and  Pagans  ftal  our  Statefnien  be.  £xepm 

Ever  Btike  and  S enators,  fet  at  a  Table  ^hh  light 
and  Jlttcndants. 
D"ks-  There  is  no  compofition  in  his  newe«, 
1  hat  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sena.  Indeed  they  are  difproportioncd 
My  leters  fay,a  hundred  and  feven  Gallie  f,  * 

D*.  And  mine  an  hundred  and  forty, 

2  Sena.  And  mine  two  hundred : 
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But  though  they  jurrtps  not  oil  a  jtilt  acceun?, 
(  As  in  thefe  cafesj  where  (  hey  aymc  report?, 
Tisofc  wiih  dtfferance, )  vet  d  )e  they  all  confirnae. 
.  A  Tkrkrjh  ilect,  and  bearing  up  to  Gigftrsi 

Dx.  Nay,  in  is  poiiible  en.  ugh  to  iudgetnent  : 
I  doe  nut  fo  ft  cure  me  to  the  errors 
But  the  may  ne  Article  I  doc  appr  ove 
]  n  fear  fu  1  i  fe n  fe  Enter  a  Merger 

One  within^  What  ho,  what  ho,  what  ho  > 

Officer  A  mefcnger  trom  the  Galleys, 

Dm.  Now^thebu.inefTe? 

Sailor.  The  Tmkjfh  preparation  rrakes  for  Rhodes^ 
So  was  I  bid  report  hert  to  the  State,  by  Signior  Angelo. 
Da.  How  fay  you  by  this  change  1 
Seno,  This  cannot  be  by  no  a(3ay  of  reafon*-— 

Tis  a  Pageant, 

7'o  kef  pe  us  in  falfe  gaze  :  when  we  con  {Icier 
The  importancy  of  Cyprxs  to  the  Tnrhe  : 
And  let  our  feives  againe,  but  underhand* 
That  as  it  more  concerncs  the  Turks  then  Rhodes  3 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  queftion  beaiv  it, 
For  that  it  itands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace. 
Who  altogether  lackes  th'  abilkks 
That  Rhodes  h  dreft  in  :  U  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  mutt  not  thinke  the  Turks  is  fo  unskillful  1, 
To  leave  that  latell  which  concernes  h:m  firil  j 
Negle&ing  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gaine, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  dinger  prorkle/fe. 

Dx.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  hee's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Officer*  Here  is  more  newes.  Enter  a  2  Mejfeng 

Jnef.'igT\\c  Ottomhes,  reverend  and  graciou*, 
Steering  with  due  courfe,  toward  thelfle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injoyntedthem  with  an  after  fleet, 

1  Sena  I,  fo  I  thought,  how  many,  as  you  guefle. 

Mef.  Of3o.faile,  and  now  they  doerefterne 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  franke  appearance 
Their  purpofes  towards  Cyprus  :  Seignior  Monton^ 
Your  trnfy  and  molt  valianet  fervitor^ 
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With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prayes  you  to  beleeve  him. 

Dh.  Tis  certaine  then  for  Cypres, 
Mtrctis  Luccicosis  not  he  in  townc? 

i  Sena.  Hee's  now  in  Fkrence. 

D*.  Write  from  us  to  him  poft,  pofc  haft  difpatch. 

E*/vr  Brabantio,  Othello*.  Roderigo,Iago,Cafiio, 
Defdemongj  W  Officers. 

i  Sena*  Here  comes  Irabamio  and  the  valiant  Moore. 

Dh.  Valiant  OtkeHoy  we  muft  ftraue  imploy  you, 
Againft  the  generall  enemy  Ottoman  \ 
I  did  not  fee  you,  welcome  gentle  Seignior, 
We  lackt  your  counfell,and  your  help  to  night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  youn  ,good  your  Grace  pardon  me 
Neither  my  place,  noi  ought  I  heard  of  bu^melTe 
Hath  raU'd  me  from  my  bed,  nor  doth  the  general!  care 
Take  hold  of  me,  for  my  particular  grief, 
Is  of  lb  floodgate  and  on  bearing  nature, 
That  ft  engluts  and  fwallows other  forrows, 
Anditisftillitfelf, 

Dh.  Why  whats  the  matter  ? 

Bra,  My  daughter,  O  my  daughter. 

All.  Dead  > 

Bra.  1  to  me  : 
She  is  abus'd,  ftolne  from  me  and  corrupted, 
By  fpcls  and  medicions.  bought  of  Mountebancke?, 
For  nature  fo  prepofteroufly  to  erre, 
(Being  deficient,  blind  or  lame  of  ftnfe,) 
San-s  witchcraftcould  not. 

Dh.  Who  ere  he  be,  that  in  this  foule  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguild  your  daughter  of  her  felf, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  Law, 
You  (hall  your  felf,  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 
After  its  ou  n  fenfe,  yea  tho  ourprcper  fenne 
Stood  in  youxa&ion. 

Mr  a.  Humbiy  I  thani  your  Grace, 

B  3  y  Here 
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Here  is  the  man,  thir  Moore,  whom  now  ic  femes 
Your  fpeciall  mandate,  fus  the  ftate affaires 
Hath  hicher  brought. 

All.  We  are  very  forry  foi  % 

Dh>  What  in  y  our  owne  part  can  yoa  fay  ti  this  > 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  Co. 

Oth.  Mofi  pottnt,  grave,  and  reverend  Seigniors, 
My  ver  y  noble  and  approv'd  good  Matters : 
That  I  have  tine  awiy  this  old  manslaughter 
It  i*  mod  true :  true,  I  have  married  Ik  r. 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending, 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.  Rude  I  am  in  my  fpeach, 
And  little  blcft  with  the  fet  phrafeofpeace, 
For  (incethefcarmesofnrne  had  feven  yeares  pith, 
Till  now  fome  nine  moones  watted,  they  havem'd 
Their  dearert  a&Lon  in  the  tented  field  \ 
Andlittleof  this  great  world  can  I  fpeake. 
More  then  pertaines  to  featts  of  broy!e?,and  butaile, 
And  therefore  little  (hall  I  grace  my  cauie, 
In  fpeaking  of  my  felfe  ,yet  by  your  gratious  patience, 
I  would  a  round  unraviQVd  tale  deliver, 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love,  what  drugs,  irhat  charmes, 
What  conjuration,  and  whatmighty  Magicke, 
(  For  fuch  proceedings  am  I  charg'd  withall :  ) 
I  wonne  his  Daughter. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold, 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blufht  at  her  felfe  and  (he  in  fpight  of  nature, 
Of  yeares,  of  Country,  credit,  every  thing, 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  (he  fear\l  to  looke  on  > 
It  is  a  judgement  maim'd,  and  mod  imperfect, 
That  will  confefle,  perfection  fo  would  erre 
Againft  all  rules  of  Nature,  and  mutt  be  driven 
To  find  out  pra&ifcs  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  fhould  be,  I  therefore  vouch  againe. 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerfullore  the  blood, 
Or  with  fome  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effett, 
He  wrought  upon  her* 
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Du.  To  vouch  this  is  no  proofe, 
Without  more  certaim  and  more  over  teft, 
Thefc  arc  thin  habits,  and  poorc  likelihood*, 
Otmcderne  fccming,you  preferre  againft  him. 

iSenat  But  Othello  ipeake? 
Did  you  by  indircft  and  forced  courfes, 
Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  maides  affections  > 
Or  came  it  by  requcft,  and  fuch  faire  queftion, 
Asfoule  to  foule  afFoideth  > 

Oth.  I  doe  befeechyou, 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpcakeof  nae  before  her  Father  5 
If  you  doe  find  me  foule  in  her  report, 
The  truft,  the  Office,  I  doe  hold  of  you, 
Not  onely  take  away,  but  Jet  your  fentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Dh.  Feich  DiftlewHA  hither.  Exeunt  two  or  three* 

Oth.  Ancient  conduft  them,  you  beft  know  the  place  *> 
And  till  (he  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
i  doe  confefle  the  vices  of  my  bloud, 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  eares  lie  prefent, 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  faire  Ladyes  love, 
And  me  in  mine. 

Du.  Say  it  Othello  i 

Oth,  Her  father  loved  me,  oft  inuked  me, 
Still  queftioncd  mc  the  floryes  of  my  life, 
From  yea  re  to  y  care,  the  battaiics,feiges,  fortune  t 
That  I  have  pad  :  , 
I  rah  it  through,  even  to  my  boy  ifh  dayes, 
TothVry  mom:nt  that  he  bad  me  tell  it  : 
Wherein  I  fpake  of  moft  difaftrous  chances, 
Of  mooving  accidents  by  flood  and  field 
Of  haire-  breadth  {capes  ith'  imminent  deadly  breach  3  « 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe, 
And  fold  to  flavery  of  my  redemption  thence, 
And  portence  in  my  travells  hiftory  ; 
Wherein  of  Anrars  vaft,  and  Defarts  idle, 
Plough  qua rie?,  rocks  and  bii5>whofe  heads  touch  faesven, 
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It  was  my  li'nc  to  fpeake,  fuch  tvas  my  procefie  : 

And  of  the  Cannibals^  that  each  other  eate 

The  Anthrofofbagte,  and  men  whofe  heads 

Doegrow  beneath  their  fhoulders:  thefe  to  heare, 

Would  D  if  demon*  ferioufly  incline ; 

B-Jt  (rill  the  houfe  affaires  would  draw  her  thence,' 

Which  ever  as  (he  could  with  haft  difpatch, 

Shee'd  come  againe,  and  with  agreedy  eare 

Devour  up  my  difcourfe  •  which  I  obferving, 

Tooke  once  a  plyant  houre,  and  found  good  meanes 

To  dra  w  from  hea  a  prayer  of  earneft  heart, 

That  1  would  ill  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 

Whereof  by  parcells  (he  had  fomething  heard, 

But  not  intgntively,  I  didconfent. 

And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  teares, 

When  I  did  fpeake  of  fome  diftresfull  ftroake 

That  my  youth  furTered  :  my  ftory  being  done  ; 

She  gave  me  for  my  paines  a  world  of  lighcs; 

c;he  {wore  I  faith  twas  fti ange,  twas  parting  ftrange ; 

Twas  pittifull,  twas  wonderous  pittifull ; 

She  wi(ht  (he  had  not  heard  it,  yet  (he  wifht 

That  heaven  had  made  her  fuch  a  man  :  fhe  thanked  mc5 

And  bad  me  if  I  hat  afriend  that  loued  her, 

I  mould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory, 

And  that  would  woe  her.  Vpon  this  heatel  fpake  : 

She  loved  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  paft. 

And  I  lov'd  her  that  (he  did  pitty  them. 

This  onely  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd  : 

Here  comes  the  Lady, 

Let  herwitnefleit* 

Enter  Defdemona,  lago,  and  the  reft* 
Dh.  1  think  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  to 

Good  BarbartfOstdke  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  bell, 

Men  doe  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe, 

Then  their  bare  hands.  * 

Bra.  I  pray  you  heareher  fpeake, 

If  fheconfefle  that  (he  was  halfe  the  wooer, 
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Definition  light  on  mc,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man.  Come  hither  gentle  miftrefle : 
Doe  you  perceive  in  alj  this  noble  company, 
Where  moft  you  owe  obedience  > 

Def.  My  noble  father, 
I  doc  perceive  here  a  devtded  duty  : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education  ; 
My  life  and  education  both  doe  learne  me 
Howfto  refpedl:  you,  you  are  the  Lord  of  duty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughtcr,But  heare's  my  husband : 
Andfo  much  duty  as  my  mother  (hewed 
To  you  preferring  you  before  her  father, 
So  much  muft  i  challenge^  that  I  may  profefic, 
Due  to  the  Moore  my  Lord. 

Bra.  God  buy ,  I  ha  done  .• 
Pleafe  it  your  Crace,  on  to  the  State  affairs, 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  then  get  it  5 
Come  hither  Moore  : 

I  here  doe  give  thee  that,  withall  my  heart, 
Which  but  thou  haft  already;  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keepe  from  thee :  for  your  fake  (  I  c  well,) 
I  am  glad  at  foule,  1  have  no  other  child, 
For  thyefcapc  would  teach  mc  tyranny, 
To  hang  clogs  on  em,  I  have  done  my  Lord. 

Dh.  Let  me  fpeake  like  your  feJfe,  and  lay  a  fentence. 
Which  as  a  greeie  or  rtep  may  helpe  thefc  lovers 
Intoyourfavour. 

When  remedies  are  pafr,the  griefes  a  re  ended, 

By  feeing  the  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mournc  amifcheife  that  is  part  and  gone, 

J  s  the  next  way  to  draw  more  mifchicfe  on  : 

W  hat  cannot  be  prcferv'd  when  fortune  takes, 

Parience  her  injury  a  mocker  makes.  -  ifcita 

The  rob'dthat  fmiles,fteales  fomething  from  a  thiefe. 

He  robs  him  felfe,  that  fpenefs  a  boorelefTe  griefc. 

Era.  So  let  the  Turke »,  of  Qpmsus  beguile, 
We  lofe  it  not  Co  long  as  we  can  (mile ; 
He  beares  the  fentence  well  that  nothing  beares, 
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But  the  free  comfort,  which  from  thence  he  hears  : 
But  he  bears  both  the  fentence  and  the  forrow, 
That  to  pay  gruff,  rauft  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
Thefe  fentences  to  fugar,  or  to  gall, 
Being  ftrong  on  both  i  des,  are  equivocal!  : 
But  word*  a  rp  woi  ds,  1  never  yet  did  hcare, 
That  the  brui&'d  heart  *as  pierced  through  theeare. 
Bcfcech  you  now,  to  the  affaires  of  the  ltate. 

Dh.  The  7^  with  moft  mighty  preparation  makes  for  Cyfrmx 

Othello  the  fortitude  of  the  place,  is  beft  known  to  you,  8c  tho  we 
have  here  a  Subftitute  of  moft  allowed  fufficiency,  yet  opinion,  a. 
foveraign  miftrefs  of  effects,  throws  a  more  fafer  voyce  on  you ; 
you  mu(l  therefore  be  content  to  flubbcr  the  glofle  of  your  neur 
fortunes,  with  this  more  flubborn  andboiftcrous  expedition* 

Oth*  The  tyrant  cuftome,  moft  grave  Senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  ftcel  Cooch  of  warrrey 
$Ay  thrice-driven  bed  of  down  :  I  do  agnize 

A  naturall  and  prompt  alacrity .. 

1  End  in  hardnefle,  and  do  undertake 

7 his  prefent  war,  againft  the  Ottomites  ; 

Moft  humbly  therefore, bending  to  your  State,, 

1  crave  fit  difpoiition  for  my  wife, 

Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition,. 

With  Cuch  accommodation  and  befort, 

As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Du.  If  you  pJcafe,  bee't  at  her  fathers. 
Bra.  lie  not  have  it  fo. 

Oth.  Nor  I..  3* 

Def.  Nor  I,  I  would  not  there  refide,. 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
By  being  in  his  eye  :  moil  gracious  Duke,. 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  care, 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voyce, 
T  afsift  my  iimplenrfle.— 

Dm*  What  would  you  Defdemom  1 

Drf  That  i-did  love  the  Moore  to  live  with  him$ 
My  down  right  violence  and  ftorme  of  Fortunes, 
May  truropcu©  the  world ;  my  hearts  fabdued, 
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Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  Lord  ; 
I  faw  Othelloes  vilagc  in  his  rainde, 
And  to  his  honours,  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  fouleand  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that  my  dear  Lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
B  Moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
The  rites  fur  wtiich  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  frail  fupport, 
By  his  dear  abfence  j  let  me  go  with  him. 

Oth*  Your  voyces  Lords:  befeech  you  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way: 

Vouch  with  me  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not 

To  pleafe  the  palat  of  my  appetite, 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  affefts 

In  my  defunft,  and  proper  fatisfa&ion, 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind, 

And-beaven  defend  your  good  fouls  that  you  think 

I  will  your  ferious  and  good  bufinefle  fcanr, 

For  (he  is  with  me ; — no,  when  light  wing'd  toyes, 

And  fcathcr'd  Gupidfoyles  with  wanton  dulnefle, 

My  fpeculativeand  a&iveinftruments, 

That  my  difports,  corrupt  and  taint  my  bufineile, 

Let  hufwives  make  t  skellet  of  my  Helme, 

And  all  indigneand  bafc  adverfitici, 

Make  head  againft  my  reputation. 

Du.  Be  it,  as  you  (hall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  ftay  or  going,  the  affair  cryes  halt> 
And  fpeed  mull  anfwer,  you  muft  hence  to  night* 

Dcf.  To  night  my  Lord? 

Dh.  This  night.       Oth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Dh  .  At  nine  i'th  morning  here  wce'l  meet  again* 
Othello^  leave  fome  Officer  behind, 
And  he  (hall  oar  CommiflioH  bring  to  you, 
With  fach  things  elfc  of  quality  and  rtfpeftj 
As  doth  import  you* 

Oth.  Pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient, 
A  man  he  is  of  bonefty  andtruft, 
To  his  conveyance  I  afljgoe  my  wife, 

Ci 
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With  what  clfe  ncedfull  your  Grace  (hall  thinks. 
To  be  fent  after  me. 

Du,  L?t  ir  be  fo  ; 
Good  hhdn  to  every  one,  and  noble  SeigniorT 
)i  venue  no  d Tijfhred  beauty  lacke, 
Your  Son  in  iaw  is  fane  more  fa  ire  then  black e.. 

I  fena.  Adieu  brave  Moore,  ufe  Defdemena  well.  ; 

Bra.  Looke  to  her  Moore%  if  thou  haft  eyes  to  fee, 
She  has  deccivd'd  her  father,  and  may  thee.         Exeunt*  . 

Oh.  My  life  upon,  her  faith  Honeft/^,. 
My  Dcfdcmova  iffiili  I  leave  to  thee, 
I  pre  thee  let  ihy  wife  attend  on  her, 
And  bring  her  after  in  (he  belt  advantage  j 
Come  Defdemo.nay  I  have  buc.an  houre 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction, 
To  fpend  with  thee,  we  muft  obey,  the  time. 

Rod.  lagpy  Exit  M;or:  and,  Dcfdemona-.  ■- 

Jag.  W  hat  faifl  thou  noble  heart  > 

Rod.  What  will  J  doe  thinkft  thou  > 

Jag.  Why  goe  to  bed  and  fleepe, 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drewne  my  (elfe, 

lag.  Well,  if  thou  doeft,I  (hall  never  love  thee^after  it, 
Why  thou  fiilly  Geatlcman, 

Rod.  It  is  fillinefs  to  live, when  to  live  is  a  tor,nent,and  then  we 
Have  a  prefcnption,  to  dye  when  death  is  our  Pnyfitian, 

lag.  O  villanous,I  ha  looked  upon  the  world  for  four  times  fe- 
▼en  ycares,andn*nce  I  could  diftinguift  between  a  benefit,  and  an 
Injury,  I  never  found  a  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himfelfe-  ere  I 
Would  fay  I  would  drownemy  felfe,  for  she  love  a  Ginny  Hen  I 
Would  change  my  humanity  with  a  Baboone.  '  3 

Rod.  Whatfliouldldo?  I  confeft.it  is  my  fliameto  be  fo  fond 
But  it  is  not  in  my  vertue  to  amend  it.  ? 

lag.  Vertue,  afig,  tis  in  our  fcl ves,  that  wee  arc  thus,  or  thus 
our  bodies  aregardens,to  the  which  our  wils  are  gardiners,fo  that' 
It  we  will  plant  Nettlei i,or  fow  Udce/et  Ifop^nd  weed  upTirac 
fupplyic  withonegender of  hearbs,ordiftraait  with  many  \  ci- 
ther to  have  it  ftmll  with  idIenefs,or  manur  d  with  induftry  wh* 
ohe  power,  and  corigiWe  authority  of  thii,lies  in  our  wil*.  If  the 
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Ballence  of  our  lives  had  not  one  fca!eofreafon3topoi(e  anoth  r 
offenfuality  ;  the blood  and  bafenetfeofour  naturcs,wou!d  con- 
duct us  to  moft  pTpofterous  concluiiom.Buc  wcc  have  realon  to 
coole  our  raging  motions our  carn'all  ftii>gs3our  unbitted  Ju'h>; 
whereof  I  take  this,  that  you  call  lovi  to  be  a  ftcT,or  fyen. 
Rod*  It  cannot  be. 

lag.  It  ismeercly  a  luft  of  blood,  >nd  a  primiiTion  of  the  will : 
Come, -be  a  man  5  drownc  thy  feifi  ?  drownc  Cats  and  blind  Pup- 
pies ;  i  profdfe  me  thy  friend,  and  i  confefle  me  knit  to  thy  deri- 
ving, with  cables  of  perdurable  tounghnefle  \  I  could  never  better 
ftccd  thecthen  now.  Put  mony  in  thy  purfe,  follow  thefe  \\  arres, 
defeate  thy  favour  with  an  ufurp'd  heard  ;  1  (ay  put  mony  in  thy 
purfe.  It  cannot  be, the  Dtfdemona  fliould  longccutinue  her  love 
unto  the  Moore,-- put  mony  in  thy  purfe,- -nor  he  his  to  her  >  it 
was  a  violent  commencement*  &  thou  ihaJt  fee  an  anfwerabJe  fe- 
qucftcrationrpit  tut  mony  in  thy  purP..-.- thefe  Moores  are  chan- 
geable in  their  wils  :— -fill  thy  pun'e  with  mony, The  food  that  to 
him  now  is  as  lufhiougas  Locuif/hall  be  to  him  fhortly  as  bitter  a$ 
Coloquintida:She  mu!t  change  tor  youth ;  when  fhee  is  fated  with 
his  body, (bee  will  find  the  error  of  her  choice;  (hee  muff  have 
change,  (hee  mull.  Therefore  put  mony  in  thy  purfe:  If  thou  wilt 
needs  damme  thy  ftlfe,doe  it  a  more  delicat  way  then  drowning ; 
make  all  the  mony  thou  canft.If  fan&imony,  and  afraile  vow  be- 
twixt an  erring  Barbari.infc  a  fuper-fubtle  Venetian,  be  not  too 
hard  for  my  wits,  8c  all  the  tribe  of  helI,thou  (halt  enjoy  henther- 
fore  make  mony,--a  pox  a  drowningjtis  clean  out  of  the  way;feck 
thou  rather  to  be  hang'd  in  comparing  thy  joy,then  to  he  drown- 
ed and  goe  Without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  faft  CO  my  hopes,if  I  depend  on  the  ifTue  > 

la.  Thou  art  fure  of  me—  -goe,make  mony-*- 1  have  told  thee 
often  and  I  tell  the  again, and  again,  I  hate  the  Moore,  my  caufe 
jshearted,thinefeas  nolcfs  reafon,let  us  be  conjuncYme  in  our  re- 
venge againft  him:  If  thou  canft  cuckole  him,thou  doeft  thy  felf  a 
pleafure  and  me  a  fport.  There  are  many  events  in  the  wombe  of 
Time,  which  will  be  deli^ored.Traverfe,go  providethy  mony,vve 
will  have  more  of  this  to  morrow,  adieu. 

Red.  Where  (hall  we  meet  icth  morning  > 

Ur  Ac  my  lodging. 

C  5  Rod, 
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Rod.  He  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lag.  Go  to,  farewell : — do  you  heare  Roderigo  > 

Rod.  W  hat  fay  you  r 

lag.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear*  > 

.Rodyi  am  chang'd,  He  go  fell  all  my  Land, 

Exit  Rodersge9 

lag.  Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfe : 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  mould  prophane 
If  I  mould  time  expend  with  fuch  a  fnipe 
But  my  fport  and  profit  :  I  hate  the  Moore, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  twixt  my  meets 

Ha's  done  my  office ;  I  know  not>  if 't  be  true  

Yet  I,  for  rneer  fufpition  in  that  kind, 

Will  doe,  as  if  for  furety  :  he  holds  me  well, 

The  better  (hail  my  purpofe  work  on  him. 

Cafsios  a  proper  man,  let  me  fee  now 

To  get  this  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will, 

A  double  knavery-—  how,how—  -let  me  fee, 

After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othelloes  eare, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  my  wife; 

He  has  a  perfon  and  a  fmooth  difpofe, 

To  be  fufpe&ed,  fram'd  to  make  women  falfe : 

The  Moore  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 

That  thinks  men  honcft,  that  but  feems  to  be  fo : 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  bith'nofe — as  Aries  are : 

I  ha't,  it  is  ingendr'd  :  Hell  and  night 

Muft  bring  this  monftrous  birth  to  the  worlds  light.  Exit. 

ABus  2.    Scoena  i. 

Enter  Montanio,  Governour  of  Cyprus,  vkh 
two  other  Gentlemen, 

Montanio.  * 

WHat  from  the  Cape  can  you  difcern  at  Sea  > 
i  Gent.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high  wrought  flood, 
I  cannot  twixt  the  heaven  and  tde  mayne 
Dcfcry  a  failc.  Mon* 
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A'on.  Me  thinks  the  wind  cloth  fpeake  aloud  at  hand, 
A  fuller  blaft  nere  fhooke  our  battlements : 
If  it  ha  ruifiand  fo  upon  thefea, 
What  ribs  of  Oake,  when  mountaines  melt  on  them> 
Can  hold  the  morties, —  What  frail  we  heare  of  this  > 

2  Gent,  A  fcgrcgation  of  the  furkjjh  fleet : 
For  do  but  ltand  upon  the  foaming  more, 
The  chiding  billowes  feem  to  pelt  the  clouds, 

The  wind  (hak'd  furge,  with  high  and  monftrous  maync, 
Secmcs  to  caft  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th  ever  fired  pole, 
1  never  did  like  moleftation  view, 
On  the  enchaftd  flood. 

Adon.  If  that  the  Txrkjjh  Fleet 
Be  not  infteltei  \J,  and  embayed,  they  are  drown'dj 
It  is  impoflible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman^ 

3  Gent.  News  Lads,  your  wars  are  done : 
*Thedefperate  tempeft  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turks  ^ 
That  their  dciigment  halts  : 

A  noble  (hippe  of  V ?nice9 

Hath  feen  a  grievous  wracke  and  fufferance 

On  moftpartof  the  Fleet. 

Mon.  How,is  this  true  ? 
1   3  Gent,  The  (hip  is  here  put  in: 
A  Veronefla,  Machtcl  Ca[sw^ 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moore  Othello^ 
Is  come  a  more  :  the  Moore  himfelfe  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  full  Commiflion  here  for  Cyfrus. 

Mon,  I  am  glad  on*t,  tis  a  worthy  Governour. 

3  Gent.  But  this  fame  Cafsios  tho  he  fpeak  of  comfort, 
Touching  theTjwr^Ioffejyct  he  looks  fadly, 
And  prayes  the  Moore  be  fafc,for  they  were  parted  • 
With  fcul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

Men,  Pray  heaven  he  be : 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  Com<maidl 
LikeafuIlSouldicr : 
Lets  to  the  fca  fide,  bo. 
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As  well  to  fee  the  vefleli  thats  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 
Even  till  we  make  the  Maine  and  th'Ayreall  blue, 
And  indinintt  regard. 

3  Cent.  Come,  let's  doe  To, 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Ol  morearrivance.  Enter  C*fiiQ%  m 

Oaf.  Thankes  to  the  valiaut  of  this  ifle, 
That  To  approue  the  M-ore,  and  let  the  "heavens 
Give  him  defence  againft  their  Elements, 
For  1  have  loft  him  on  theDangcrous  Tea. 

Mm.  Ishewellfhipt? 

Caf  His  Barke  is  ftoutly  timbred,  and  his  Pilote 
Of  veiy  txpert  and  approved  allowance, 
Therefore  my  hope's  ( not  funetted  to  death) 
Stand  in  bold  cure  Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  A  faile,  a  faile,  a  faile. 

Caf.  Whatnoyfe? 

Mef  The  Towne  is  epm-y,  one  the  brow  o'th  fea, 

Stands  ranckes  of  people,  and  they  cry  a  faile. 

Caf  My  hopes  doe  (nape  him  for  the  government, 
2  Gent.  They  doe  difcharge  the  (hot  of  courtefie, 

Our  friend  at  leafh  A  [hot* 

Caf  I  pray  you  fir  goe  forth 

And  give  us  truth,  who  tis  that  is  ariv'd. 

2  Gent.  I  fhall.  Exit* 
Mon.  But  good  Lieutenant,  isyour  Generall  wiv'd  > 
Caf  Moft  fortunately,  he  hath  atchieved  a  maide, 

That  parragons  defcription,  and  wild  fame  ; 

One  that  excells  thequirkes  of  blafoningpens  ? 

And  in  thecflentjall  vefiure  of  creation, 

Does  beare  an  excellency  :  now,  who  has  put  in  \ 

Enter  2  Gentleman. 
2  Gent.  Tis  one  Tago%  Ancient  to  the  Generall , 

He  has  had  moft  favourable  and  happy  fpced, 

Tempefts  themi  elves,  high  feas*  and  houling  winds, 

The  guttered  rockes,and  congregated  fands, 

Traitors  enltecp'd,  to  clog  theguiltleffeKeele, 

As 

at     ♦  .  \  ■  -t'H^t 
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As  havingfenfe  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  common  natures,letting  goe  fafely  by 
The  divine  Defdemona*. 
Mon.  What  is  (he? 

Caf  She  that  I  fpake  of,  our  Captaines  Captaine, 
Left  in  the  conduft  of  the  bold  Iagoy 
VVhofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts' 
A  fennights  fpced— great  love  Othello  guard, 
Andfwellhis  faile  wiih  ihineownepowerfull  breath, 
That  he  may  fjleffe  this  Bay  with  his  tall  (hipe, 
And  fwiftly  come  to  Dejdtmona's  armcs* 

Enter  Defdemona,  Iago, Emilia, WRoderigo 
Give  renewed  fire, 
To  our  extin&cd  fpirits : 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort,  —  O  behold 
The  riches  of  die  fhip  is  come  on  fhore. 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus let  her  have  your  knees : 
Haile  to  thee  Lady :  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before^  bthind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwhrele  thee  round. 

Def.  I  thankeyou  valiant  Cajfio : 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord  > 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arived,nor  know  1  ought, 
But  that  hee's  well5and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def  O  but  I  feare  :  -  -  how  loft  you  company  > 

[  within.  ]    A  failed  a  fail?. 

Caf  The  great  contention  of  the  fea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fcllowftiip  :  but  harke,a  faile. 

2  GW.They  give  their  getting  to  the  Citadell, 
This  Jikewifc  is  a  friend. 

Caf  Seefor  thenewes: 
Good  Ancient,  yen  are  welcomc^velcome  Aliflrcfle, 
Let  it  not  gall  ycurp.itkn.ee,  good  lago, 
ThatI  extentlmy  manners,  tis  my  breeding, 
That  gives  me  thubold  (hew  of  curtefie. 

lag.  Sir,  would  fhe  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips,, 
As  or  her  tongue  (he  has  beftofaed  on  me, 

D  You 
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You'd  have  enough. 

Def.  Alas !  fhe  has  no  fpeach, 
lag.  In  faith  too  much  : 
I  find  it  ftill,  for  when  I  ha  leave  to  fleepc, 
Mary>  before  y  our  Ladimip  I  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  aiittle  in  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 
Em.  You  have  iitcte  caufe  to  fay  Co. 

lag.  Come  on,  come  on,  you  are  Pi&urcs  out  of  dorcs. 
Bells  in  your  Parlors  :  Wildcats  in  your  Kitchins : 
Saints  in  your  injuries :  Pivells  being  offended ; 
Players  in  your  houfewifery  ;  and  houfewives  in  your  beda* 

Def.  O  tie  upon  thee  flandcrer, 

lag.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  elfe  lama  Tmke^ 
You  rife  to  play ,  and  goe  to  bed  to  worke, 

Em.  You  (hall  not  write  my  praite. 

lag.  No  let  me  not. 

Def  What  wouldu  thou  write  of  me, . 
If  thou  fhouldft  praife  me  > 

lag.  O  gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  to 't, 
For  I  am  nothing,if  not  critical! . 

Def  Come  on^aflay  « there's  one  gone  to  the  Harbor  > 

Jag.  I  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry,  but  I  doe  beguile . 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwise  : 
Gome, how  wouldft  thou  praife  me  > 

Jag.  I  am  about  it,  but  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdli  ns  does  from  freeze, 
It  plucks  out  braine  and  all :  buc.my  Mufe  labors, 
And  thus  (he  is  delivered: 
Jfjhe  be  fair  e  and  wife,faireneffe  and  wit ; 
The  one1  s  for  vfejhe  other  ufeth  it. 

Def  Well  praif'd  :  how  if  (he  be  black  and  witty?  • 

lag.  Jfjhe  be  blac\±and thereto  have  awity 
Sheel$ndawhitc%  that  Jhall  her  blackpeffefit* 

Def  Worfe  and  worfe, 

Ei».  How  if  faire  and  foolifli  > 

lag,  She  never  yet  79  as  fool$fh7  that  wssfake^ 
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Tor  even  her  folly  help!  her  to  an  Heire. 

Def  Thefe  are  old  parodoxes,to  make  foolcs  laugh  i'th  Alchoufc 
W  hat  mifcrable  pralehaft  thou  for  her, 
That's  foule  and  foolifti  > 

lag.  7  here's  none  fo  foule »,  andfoolifh  thereunto, 
But  does  foule  prance s,  which  faire  and  wife  ones  doe* 

Def  O heavyignorance, that  praife  the  worft  belt: but  what 
praiie  couldft  thou  bellow  on  a  deferving  woman  indeed  ?  one 

that  in  the  authority  ofher  merits,  did  jultly  put  on  the  vouch  of 
very  maJiceit  felfe? 

lag.  She  that  was  ever  faire,  and  never  proud3 

Had  tongue  at  will,  andyet  was  never  lowd, 

Never  lackt  gold,  andyet  went  never  gay, 

Tied  from  her  wifh,  andyet J  aid,  now  1  may  : 

She  that  being  angred,  her  revenge  being  nigh, 

B ad  her  wr$ng  flay9  and  her  d-fplea f  ure  flye ;  . 

S he  that  in  wifdome,  never  was  fo  fraile, 

To  change  the  Codfhead  for  the  Salmons  tail*  : 

She  that  could  thinke,  and  ne*re  dtfclofe  her  minde9 

SeeSuters  following t  and not  lookbehind  : 

She  was  a  wight  (  if  ever  fuch  wight  were) 

Def  To  doc  what? 

lag  To  fuckje  foolcs,  and  chronicle  fmall  Be  ere, 
Def  Omoft  lame  and  impotent  conclufion : 
Doe  not  lame  of  him  Emilia^tho  he  be  thy  husband: 
How  fay  you  Caffio,  is  he  not  a  mod  prophane  and  liberal 
Counfellour? 

Caf  He  fpe  akes  home  Madam,you  may  rellifh  him 
More  in  the  Souldier  then  in  the  Schollcr- 

Jag.  He  takes  her  by  the  palme ;  I  well  fed,  whi  (per;  with  a« 
little  a  web  as  tfifs,  will  I  enfnare  as  great  a  Flie  as  Cajfio.  I,  fmile 
upon  her,  doe  :  1  will  cacch  you  in  your  own  courefhirj  :  you  fay 
true,tis  io  indeed.  If  fuch  tricks  as  thefe  {trip  you  out  ofyourLe'u- 
tenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  rift  your  three  fingers  fo 
oft,  which  now  againe,  you  are  mod  apt  to  play  the  fir  in:  very 
good,  well  kift,and  excellent  courtefie;  tis  indeedryet  again  your 
fingers  at  your  lips  ?  would  they  were  Cliftcrpipe&for  your  fake. 
The  Moore,  I  know  his  Trumpet.  Trumpet  within. 

D  2  Enter 
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tnta;  Othel  i  od  and  A ttendantSy 
Caf,  Tis  truely  (b# 
JDef  Let:  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 
Caf.  Loe,  where  he  comes. 
Oth.  O  my  faire  Warriour. 
Def.  My  Aw  Othello. 

Oth ,  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content, 
To'fee  you  here  before  me  :Q  my  foules  joy, 
If  after  every  tempefr,came  fuch  calmeneffr, 
May  the  winds  blow,  till  they  have  wakned  death  $ 
And  let  the  labouring  Barke  clime  hilles  of  Teas, 
Oljmpm  highrind  duck  againe  as  low, 
As  hell's  for  heaven;  It  it  were  now  to  dye, 
T'were  now  to  be  raoft  happy ,for  I  feare 
My  foule  hath  her  concern  fo  abfolute, 
That  not  another  comfort,  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate. 

Def.  The  heavens  forbid, 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  mould  increafe,. 
Even  as  our  daies  doc  grow. 

Oth.  Amen  to  that,fweet  Powers  : 
I  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  content, 
It  flops  me  here,  it  is  too  much  of  joy : 
And  this, and  thisathegreateft  difcord  be,  kifle* 
That  ere  our  hearts  fhall  make. 

lag-.  O,you  are  well  tun'd  now, 
But  Jle  fet  down  the  pegs^that  makes  this  mufique 
Ashoneft  as  I  am. 

Oth9  Come,  lees  to  theCaftle : 
Newes  friends,our  wans  are  done  the  Turks  arc  drowu'd  5 
Howdos  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  Ifle> 
Honny,  you  fhall  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus-, 
I  have  found  great  love  amongft  them  :  O  my  fwcet : 
I  prattle  out  of  fa(hion,md  I  dote, 
In  mine  owne  comfort*  :  I  prethee  good  Iagoy 
Goe  to  the  Bay,anddilimbarke  my  Coffers  5 
Bring  thou  the  Matter  to  theCitadell  : 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinc  Je, 
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Does  challenge  much  refpecl:  :  come  Dtfdcmod^ 

Once  more  well  met  at  t)j  r«(  Lxtwt. 

L%r.  Doe  thou  meet  me  pre.ie.itly  at  the  Harbour;  come  hither 
It  th<ui  beelt  val  iant/as  they  fay,bafe  men  being  in  love3have  then 
a  Nobility  in  their  natlires,mpre  then  is  native  to  them,>- lift  me 
t(  -  Lieutenant  to  night  watches  on  the  Court  of  Guard;tirftl  wil 
tell  thee  this,  Dcfdemona  h  directly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  ?  why  lis  not  po^ble. 

I  ay  thy  RngtV  ihus,and  let  thy  foul  be  inftruftcd  :  markt 
mr,v. :  h  what  violence  (hefirft  Wd  the  Moore  but  for  bragging 
and  telling  her  tantafticj lllics^and  will  (he  love  him  ftill  for  pra- 
ting hr  net  the  diefcriet  near*  think  it.  Her  eye  mud  be  fed,  and 
whu  dt  rgh  (hall  i:  c  have  to  look  on  the  Divcll>VVhen  the  blood 
is  made  dull  with  the  act  of  (port$thtr  mould  be  a  game  to  inflame 
jt:  an-- give  '  city  a  freih  appcute.Lovelynes.in  favour,  fympathy 
in  >-eart  ,1  anncr«,and  beauties  ;  all  which  the  Moore  is  detective 
in  :  no  ,  -or  want  bftheft  requir'd  conveniences,  her  delicate  tcn- 
dcrneis  wi  ll  rind  i:  fcHabus'djbeginne  to  heave  the  gorge5difrelifh 
*nd  arbhore  the  Moore .very  nature  will  infhuct  her  toit,  &  com- 
pel her  to  fome  fecond  choyce  Now  fir>this  granted^as  it  is  moft 
pregnant  &  unforced  p'  fuio'n,wu6  fiands  fo  cmin  ntly  in  the  de- 
gree or  this  fortune,as  (  j/podocs'U  knave  very  vt>luabfe5no  farder 
confciomble,thcn  in  putting  on  themeere  form  e  of  civill  and  hu- 
mane feeming-jfor  the  better  compafdng  of  his  fait  &  moft  hidden 
Ioofe  affections  :  A  fubtle  flippery  ki^ve,a  finder  out  of -occaiionss 
that  has  an  eye,  can  (lampt  and  counter  lei  t  advantages,  tho  trus 
adavntage  never  prefent  it  felte.  Belldes,  the  knave  is  handfonie, 
yong,Sc  hath  all  thofe  requites  in  him  that  folly  &  green  mind  en 
looke  after ;a  peftilent  compleat  knave,and the  woman  has  found 
him  already* 

Rod.  1  cannot  beleeve  that  in  her,  die's  full  of  mod  blett  con- 
dition?. 

lag.  Bleff  fgs  end  :  the  wine  me  driukes  is  made  of  grapes  :  if 
fi  e  had  been  bleft,  fhc  would  never  have  lov'd  the  Moore.  Didff. 
thou  not  fc  her  paddle  with  ;he  palme  of  his  hand>ded,ft  notniark 
that  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  but  that  was  but  curtefie. 

Jag*  Lechery,  by  this  handian  Index  and  obfeure  prologue  to 

D  3  th: 
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the  hiftory,  of  luft&  foule  thoughts  :  they  met  fo  neere  with  thrir 
lips,that  their  breathes  embrae'd  together, villanous  thoughts^ 
when  thefe  mutualities  fo  marQiall  the  way^hand  at  hand  conns 
Roderigojhz  matter  8c  the  main  exercife,thc  incorrupt  conclufion. 
But  fir,be  you  ruPd  by  me,l  have  brought  you  from  lrenice\  watch 
you  to  night, for  command  lie  lay *c  upon  you,  Cajfio  knowes  you 
not,Ue  not  be  farrc  froTn  you, doe  you  find  fomc  occafion  to  anger 
C^,ehher  by  fpeakmg  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  difcipline,  or 
from  what  other  courle  you  pleafe;  which  the  time  fhall  more 
favorably  minifter. 
Rod.  Well. 

lag.  Sir  he  is  rafh,and  very  fuddaine  in  choler^Ec  hoply  with  his 
Tmnchen  may  ftrik  at  you.-provok  him  tint  he  may/or  even  out 
of  that,will  I  caufe  thefe  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny  ,whofe  qualification 
fhal  come  into  no  true  tail:  again'c,but  by  the  difplay  ingot  Cajfio: 
So  fhall  you  have  a  Qiorter.'  journy  to  your  defires,  by  the  meanes  I 
fhal  thenhaveto  prefer  th(cn58c  the  iropedin:ent,moft  profitable  re- 
mov  ^without  which  ther  were  no  expectation  of  our  profperky 

Rod»  I  will  do  thiSjif  I  can  bring  it  to  any  oppertuniry. 

lag.  I  warrant  thee,  meec  me  by  and  by  at  the  Citcadell^I  muft 
fetch  hisnecetfaries  a  Ihore.— Farewell. 

Rod.  Adue. 

Jag.  That  Cajfio  loves  her, I  do  wellbeleeve  it ; 
That  (he  loves  him,  tis  apt  and  of  great  credit ; 
The  Moore  how  btV,that  1  indure  him  nor, 
Is  of  a  conftant  noble,  louing  nature , 
And  I  dare  think,hee\Ie  prove  to  Defdemom, 
A  mod  dear  hue  band,  now  I  do  love  her  too, 
Not  out  of  abfolute  luft, £  tho  perapventure, 
I  fhnd  accomptant  for  as  great  a  fin, ) 
But  partly  lead  to  diet  my  revenge, 
For  that  I  doe  fufpett  theluftfull  Moore, 
Hath  leap\i  into  my  feat,  the  thought  whereof: 
Doth  like  a  poifonous  minerail  gnaw  my  i-nwaids; 
And  nothing  can,nor  (hall  content  my  foule, 
Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife  • 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moore, 
At  Icaft,  into  a  iealouiie  fo  ftrong, 

That 
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That  judgement  can  not  cure;  which  thing  to  doe, 

If  this  poore  trafh  of/7* ?wr3  whom  I  trace, 

For  his  quicke  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on, 

lie  have  ouc  Mtchael  CaJJlo  on  the  hip, 

Abuiehim  to  the  Moore,  iathe  rante  garbe, 

(  For  I  fcare  Cajpo,  with  my  night  cap  to  ) 

Make  the  Mx>re  thankc  me,love  me,and  reward  me, 

For  making  him  egregioufty  an  afle, 

And  practiiing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

Even  to  fnadnefle :  —tig  here,  but  yet  confus'd  $ 

Knaveries  plaine  face  is  never  fecne,  till  ui'd. 

Ex/'/. 

Enter  Othello's  Herauld,  reading*  Vroaldmathn. 

It  is  Othello  s  pleafure^  our  noble  &  valiant  Generall3that  upon 
certain  tidings  nowarrived,imporcing  the  meer  perdition  of  the 
Tnrkjjh  Fleet;  :hat  every  man  put  himfelf  into  triumph ;  fome  to 
dance,  iome  make  bonefires;  each  man  to  what  fport  and  revels 
his  addiction  leads  him;for  befrdes  thefe  beneficiall  newes3it  is  the 
celebration  of  his  Nuptial  Is  :So  much  was  hii  pleafure  fhould  be 
proclaimed.  AllOmces  are  open,  8c  there  is  full  liberty  from  this 
pi  efent.houre  of  five,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  blefTe 
the  Iilc  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  Generall  Othello. 

Enter  Othello,  Caflio,  and  Defdemoaa. 

Oth.  Good.  Michael  look  you  to  the  guard  to  nigFr^ 
Lets  teach  our  felves  that  honorable  ftoppe, 
Not  to  outfport  difcrccion. 

Caf.  Iago  hath  direction  what  to  doc : 
But  notwithftandingjwithmy  perfonall  eye 
Will  I  look  to  it. 

Oth*  I  ago  is  mod  hoiuft  : 
Michael  good  night,  to  morrow  with  your  earlieft, 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you,  come  my  dcare  love, 
The  purchafe  made,  the  fruits  are  to  enfue, 
Thar  profits  yet  to  come  twixt  me  and  you, 
Good  nighu  Exit  Othello  and  Defdemona. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ugo. 
Caf  Welcome Iago^ we  muft  to  the  watch. 
lag.  Not  this  houre  Lievtenant,  tis  not  yet  ten  aclock:our  Gc- 

neraif  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his  Defdsmova,  who  let  tn 

not  therefore  blame,he  hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with 

her  5  and  me  is  fport  for  love.  . 
Caf  She  is  a  mofrexquifteLady. 
Tag ,  Ar  d  He  warrant  her  full  of  game. 
Caf.  Indeed  fhe  is  a moft  frefh  and  delicue  creature. 
lag.  \\  hat  an  eye  (he  has  ? 

Me  thi-nkes  it  founds  a  parly  of  provocation. 

Crffi  An  inviting  cy-e,andyet  me  thinks  right  nioded* 
lag.  Anc)  when  the  fpeaks,  tis  analarmc  to  love- 
ly af.  She  u  ind  id  perfection. 

Jag.  Wei],  huppineffe  to  fh  ir  flfettej — ccii!:*  Lieutenant,  I 
have  a  ftope  o)  wine  and  here  Without  are  a  brace  oiCyyrus  Gal- 
lants, that  would  fainehavea  measure  to  the  health  of  the  black 

Othello. 

Caf.  Mot  to  night,  good  TagOj  1  have  very  poor  a  d  unhappy 
b  aincs  for  diinking:I  cculd  wtl  will]  coui  tefie  would  invent  fome  " 
other  aiftonic  ofentertaincmcnt. 

lag.  O  they  arc  our  fiiends,---bat  one  cup  :  He  d  Ank  for  you 
Caf.  I  ha  drunk  but  one  cup  to  night,8c  that  was  craftily  qua- 
lified too.and  behold  what  innovation  uptakes  here:  1  am  unfor- 
tunate in  tt  e  infirmity  ,and  dare  not  task  my  weakeneife  with  any 
more. 

Jag.  What  man,  tis  a  night  of  Revells,thc  Gallants  defire  it. 
Caf  Where  arc  they  > 

lag.  Here  at  the  dore,  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 

Caf  lie  do*c5  but  it  diflikes  me.  Exit. 

lag.  If!  can  fa  Men  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunke  to  night  ilready, 
Hee'i  be  as  full  ofquarrell  and  offence, 
As  my  young  mifti  is  dog:  —Now  my  ricke  foole  Roderig9y 
(  Whom  love  has  turn'd  almoftthc  wrong  fde  outward  ) 
To  V efdemom jh.\th  to  night  carouft 
Total  ions  pottle  d  epe3  and  hec's  to  watch  : 
Th;ec  Lads  of  fyprns,  noble  fweHing  fpirits. 
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( that  hold  their  honour,  in  a  wary  diftance, 
The  very  Elements  of  this  warl/ke  Ifle,  ) 
Have  I  to  night  fluurcd  with  flowing  cups, 
And  the  watch  too  :  now  araongft  this  flock  of  drunkards, 
1  am  to  put  our  Caffio  in  fame  action, 
That  may  offend  the  Ifle  }  Enter  iMontanio,  Caflio, 

But  here  they  come :  and  others. 

If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  dreamc. 
My  boate  failes  freely, both  with  wind  and  ftreame. 
Caf  Fore  God  they  have  given  me  a  roufe  already. 
Alon.  Good  faith  a  little  one,  not  paft  a  pint, 
As  I  am  a  Sotildier. 
Jag>  Some  wine  hoe  : 

And  It  t  me  the  Canmkjn 'clinke,  clinke, 
And  let  me  the  Cannikin  c  links,  c links, 
A  Souldtcr*s  a  man,  a  Iffes  but  a  fpan, 

Why  then  let  a  Souldier  drink?  Some  wine  boyes. 

Caf,  Fore  heaven  an  excellent  fang. 

Jag>  I  learn 'd  it  in  England, where  indeed  they  are  mod  potent 
in  potting:your  Dane,youv  Germane $l  your  fwag-bellied  Hollan- 
der, (  drinke  ho, )  are  nothing  to  your  English. 

Caf*  Is  your  Englifh  man  to  exquifite  in  his  drinking  > 
Jag.  Why  hedrinkesyou  withfacilli 7,7 our  Danede&d  drunke: 
he  lweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almaine-Jat  gives  your  Hollan- 
der a  vomit3cre  the  next  pottle  can  be  fild. 
Caf-  To  the  health  of  our  gcnerall. 
Udon.  I  am  for  it  Lciutenant,and  I  will  doe  you  juftice. 

lag.  O  fweet  England,  

King  Stephen  was  and  a  worthy  Peere, 
His  breaches  cofi  him  but  a  crowne, 
He  held*em  fix:ence  aRto  deere, 
With  that  he  calld  the  Taylor  lowne, 
He  rvas  a  wight  ofhgh  rcnowney 
And  thoH  art  but  of  low'degree, 
lisfrida  that  pals  the  Countrey  downs 

Tljen  takj  thine  avid  cloks  about  thee  Some  will  t  ho. 

Caf-  Why,  this  is  a  moie  exquiiite  forg  then  the  oihcr. 
Jag-  Will  you  hear't  agen  ? 

E  CM 
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Caf.  No,  for  I  hold  him  unworthy  of  his  p]ace,that  does  thofe 
things  well,  Heaven's  ab  oueall,  and  there  be  ioules  that  muft  be 

laved. 

Jag.  It  is  true  good  Leiutenant. 

l  af.  For  mine  own  part,  no  offence  to  the  G<merall,nor  any 
man  of  quality,  1  hope  to  be  fav«d. 
Jag.  And  (6  do  I  Leiutenant. 

C  aj.  I,  bur  by  your  leave,not  before  me  $  the  Leiutenant  is  to  be 
faved  before  the  Ancient.  Lets  ha  no  more  of  this,  lets  to  our  af-  - 
f aires  ;  forgive  us  our  fins;  Gentlemen,  lets  look  to  our  bufintflc: 
do  not  think  Gentlemen  1  am  drunkjthis  is  my  ancient,  this  is  my 
right  handjSc  this  my  left  hand;  I  am  not  drunk  now,  I  caniand  , 
well  enough,and  fpeake  well  enough. 
.All.  Excellent  well. 

Caf.  Why  very  well  thenryou  muft  not  think  then,  that  I  aaa  , 
drunke;  Exit. 

Mok*  To  the  pletforme  matters.  Come,  let's  fct  the  watch, 
lag.  You  fee  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before, 
H  e  is  a  Souldier  fit  to  ftand  by  Cafar, 
An  d  give  direction  :  and  doe  doe  but  fee  his  vice  } 
Tis  to  his  vertue,  a  iuft  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th'othcr  :  tis  pitty  of  him3 
1  feare  the  trull  Othello  put  him  in, 
On  fome  odde  time  of  his  infii  tttity, 
Will  make  this  Ifland. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus. 
Jag.  Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  hisfleepe ; 
Heebie  watch  the  horologe  a  double  fet, 
If  drink  rocke  not  his  cradle. 

Mon.  T'were  well  the  Gcnerall  were  put  in  mind  ©fit,, 
Pel  haps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  nature 
Praifes  the  vertue  that  appears  in  Ca[ficy 
And  lookes  not  on  his  evills :  is  not  this  true  ? 

Jag.  How  now  Roderigo,  Enter  RodcrigOo 

I  pray  you  after  the  Lciutenant,  goe3  Exit  Rod, 

Mon.  And  tis  great  pitty  that  the  noble  Moore 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  owne  fecond, 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  : 
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It  were  an  honcfta&ion  to  fay  fo  to  the  More. 

Jag-  Not  I,  for  this  faire  Iflnad  : 
Idoloy*  Cafsb  well,  and  would  doe  much,  Helpjjslp^whhin 
To  cure  him  ot  this  evill :  but  harke  what  noyfe. 

'  Enter  G&io9  driving  in  Roderigo. 
Caf  You  rogue,you  rafcali. 
Adon.  What's  the  matter  Leiutenant  ? 

Caf,  A  knave,  teaeh  me  my  duty :  but  He  beat  the  knave  into  a 
wicker  bottle  ♦ 

Red.  Beat  me  > 

Caf  Doit  thou  prate  rogue  > 

Mon.  Good  Leiutenant ;  pray  fir  hold  your  hand* 

Caf.  Let  me  goe  fir,  or  He  knock  yoti,on  themazzard 

Mon.  Come,  come,  you  are  drunke. 

Caf  drunke?   ,  they fight. 

Jag.  Away  I  fay,  goe  out, and  cry  a  muteny.         Exh  Rod. 
Nay  good  Leiutenant :  God's -will  Gentlemen, 
Helpe  ho,  Leiutenant :  Sir,  Montant$fir9 

Help  matter,  hcer*s  a  goodly  watch  indeed :  Abell  rings 

Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell  >  Diablo  ho, 

The  Towne  will  rife,  fie,  fie,  Leiutenant,  hold, 
You  wil  be  fham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Gentlemen  with  weapons* 

Oz/j.what's  the  matter  heere  > 

Men.  1  ble?d  ftill,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death.  he  faints. 

Oth.  Hold,  for  your  liyes. 

fag.  Holp,  hold  Leiutenant,  fir  Montanio,  Gentlemen, 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fence,  and  duty  : 
Hold,  the  General!  fpeak'.s  to  you  ;  hold,  hold, for  (ham:. 

Oth.  Why  how  new  ho,  from  whence  a rif^s  this  ? 
Are  we  tur'nd  Turkes  :  and  to  our  ielves  doe^hat, 
VVhich  Heaven  has  forbid  the  Ottamttes  : 
For  Chriflian  frame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawle  > 
He  that  ftins  next,  to  carue  for  his  owne  rage, 
Holds  his  foule  light,  hj  die;  vpon  his  motion :  ; 

e  %  a- 
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hiUnce  that  drtadfull  belJ,  ic  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety  :  what's  the  matter  matters  ? 
Honeft  [ago,  that  lookes  dead  with  grieving, 
Speake,  w  ho  began  this,on  thy  love  I  charge  thee. 

lag.  I  doe  not  kncw,friends  all  bat  now,euen  now, 
In  quarter,  and  in  termes,  like  bride  and  grcome, 
Devvliing  them  to  bed,  and  but  now,. 
(As  if  fome  Pianet  had  unwitted  men, ) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  ac  others  breft* 
In  opposition  bloody.  1  cannot  fpeake 
Any  beginning  to  this,  petvilh  odd*  \ 
And  would  in  action  gloiicu?,  I  had  loft 
Thofe  legges,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

Oth.  How  came  it  Michael,  you  were  thus  forgot? 

Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeake. 

Oth*  Worthy  Montanio,  you  were  wont  be  ciuill, 
The  gravity  and  ftilnefle  ofy  our  youth, 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great, 
In  mouthes  of  wifeft  cenfure:  whats,  the  matter, 
That  ycu  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  ipend  your  rich  opinion,for  the  name 
Of  a  night  brawler  >  give  me  anfwere  to't  ? 

Mon*  Worthy  Othello,  1  am  hurt  to  danger, 
Your  officer  J  ago  can  informe  you, 
While  I  fpare  fpeecb  ,  which  fomething  no w offends  mc$ 
Of  all  that  I  doe  know,  nor  know  I  ought 
Byme»  that's  faidordone  amiffe  this  nightj 
Vnlefle  felfe- charity  be  fometime  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  our  felvcs  it  be  a  llnne, 
When  violence  aflalles  vs. 

Oth.  Now  by  heaven 
My  blood  begins  my  fafer  guides  to  rule, 
And  pafton  having  my  befl  indgment  coold , , 
Affayes  to  leade  the  way  :  If  once  I  ftirre, 
Or  doe  but  lift  this  arme,  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  finke  in  my  rebuke  :  give  me  to  know 
How  this  foule  rout  began,  who  fet  it  on, 
A  ad  he  that  is  appro  v'd  in  this  offence, 
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Tho  he  had  twinn5  with  me,  both  at  a  birth. 
Should  loofc  me  ;  what,  in  a  Towne  of  warre, 
Yet  wilde,  the  peoples  heai  ts  6r'm-ful  of  feare, 
To  mannage  pnvateand  domeftike  quarrells, 
In  night,  and  on  the  Court  and  guard  of  fafety? 
Ti  s  montkeus,  Jago,  who  degan  > 

Mon.  \\  partiality  affin'd,  or  leegue  in  office 
Thou  dofl  dleiver  more  or  lefie  then  truth, 
Thou  ai  t  mo  fouldier. 

Jag*    Touch  me  not  fo  neere, 
I  had  rather  ha'this  tongue  out  of  his  mouth, 
Then  it  mould  doe  offence  to  Michael  Cafsio: 
Yet  I  periwade  my  fclfe  to  fpeake  the  truth, 
Shall  nothing  wi  ong  him.  Thus  it  is  Generall  : 
Montanio  and  my  lelfe  being  in  fpeech, 
There  corns  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  helpe, 
And  C afsio  following  him  with  determined  fwordj 
To  execute  upon  him  :  Sir  this  Gentleman 
Steps  into  C afsio,  and  intreates  his  paufe  * 
My  fclfe  the  crying  fellow  did  purfue, 
L<ft  by  his  clamour,  as  it  fo  fell  out, 
The  Towne  might  fall  in  fright :  he  fwift  of  focrte, 
Out  ran  my  puipofe :  and  I  returnd  the  rather, 
For  that  1  heard  the  clinke  and  fall  of  fwords : 
And  Cafsto  high  in  oath,  which  till  to  night, 
1  neVe  might  fay  before  :  when  I  came  backe, 
For  this  was  briefe,  I  found  them  clofe  together, 
At  blow-and  thruft,  euen  as  agen  they  were, 
Whn  you  your  felfe  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report, 
But  men  are  men, the  beft  fbmenimes  forget : 
Tho  Cafsid  did  fome  little  woong  to  him, 
As  men  in  rage  ftrike  them  that  wifti  them  beft : 
Yet  furely  Ctfsto,  I  beleeve  receiv'd 
From  him  that  fled,  fome  ftrange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  pafle. 

Oth.  Iknovr  Iago% 
Thy  Iionefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter* 

E  3 
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Making  it  Tight  to  Cafsh :  Cafsb,  I  love  thee 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 
Lookeif  my  gentle  love  be  net  rais'd  vp  : 
Enter  Defdemona,  with  others- 
j'Je  make  thee  an  example. 

Def  What's  the  nutter> 

Otk-  AalTs  well  now  fwceting  : 
Com  away  to  bed  :  fir, for  your  hurts. 
My  felfe  will  be  your  furgeon  ( lead  him  off  \ 
Jago*  looke  with  care  about  the  Towne, 
And  fierce  thofe,  whom  this  vile  braule  diftra&ed. 
Com  DefdcmoMy  tis  the  Souldiers  life, 
To  have  their  balmy  (lumbers  wakM  with  ftrife, 

Jag.  W  hat  are  you  hurt  Leiutenant ■  ? 

Exit  Moore ,Defdemona,  and  attendants.  , 

Ca.f  I,pauallfurgery. 

"lag*  Mary  heaven  forbid. 

Caf.  Reputation,  reputation,  oh  I  ha  loft  my  reputation : 
I  ha  loft  the  immortall  part  fir  of  my  falfe, 
And  what  remainrsis  beftiall,  my  reputat;on, 
Jago,  my  reputation. 

Jag.  As  1  am  an  honeft  man,l  thought  you  had  recci»d/bme  bo- 
dily wound, there  is  more  offence  in  thar,then  in  Reputation :  re- 
putation is  an  idle  and  moft  falfe  impoiition,oit  got  without  mer- 
it and  loft  without  defcrving  :  You  have  loft  no  reputation  at  all, 
vnleffe  you  reput  your  felf  fuch  a  loferjwhat  man,iher  arc  Wayes 
to  recover  the  Generall  agen  :  you  are  but  now  caftin  his  moode 
a  puniffiment  more  in  police,then  in  malice,  cvtn  lb  as  one  would 
beate  his  offencelefle  doggc,to  affright  an  imperions  Lyon :  fuc  to 
him  againe,  and  he's  yours.  r 

Caf  I  will  rather  fue,  to  be  defpis'd,  then  to  deceive  fo  good  a 
Commander,  with  To  light,fo  drunken,and  indiicreet  an  Officer, 
Drunke  >  and  (peake  Parrat  ?  and  fquabble,  fwaggers  ftveare  ?  and 
difcourfe  fuftion  with  ones  owne  ftiaddow  O  thou  ivnifidle  fpirit 
of  wine;  thou  haft  no  name  to  bekonwen  by,  let  ws  call  thee  Di- 

jay-.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  Iworxi:  (veil. 
What  naa*  hedotte  to  yon  * 
Caf  1  know  not. 

lag. 
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(^ri^m^^l^  of  things,but  nothing  diftinctfy,*  quar- 
rcll  but  nothing  wherefore.  O  that  men  mould  put  an  enemy  m 
their  mouthes,  to  ftcale  away  their  braines  j  that  wee  (hoald 
with  joy,  revelLpleafurc5and  applaufe,transforme  our  fdves  into 

bcafts-  f  (  1 

lag.  Why,but  you  are  now  well  enough  :how  came  you  tnu#- 

recouercd?  , 

Caf  UhathpieaFd  the  devill  d>unkennefs,  to  give  place  to  the 
devill  wrath  ;one  unperfe&neffe  Ahewes5me  another,to  maKe  me 
franke!vdefpifemyfclfc5  .    .       .  :, 

1*9  Gome,you  are  too  fevere  a  moraler;as  the  time,  the  place, 
theconditionofthisCountryftands,Icculd  heartily  wife,  this 
had  not  befalnc;but  fince  it  is  as  it  h,mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf.  I  will  aske  him  for  my  place  again,he  (hall  tell  me  I  am  a 
drunkard:had  I  as  many  mouths  as  H;A*,{uch  an  anfwrer  would 
flop  em  alljto  be  now  a  fenfibie  man  by  and  by  a  foule  &  prelent- 
ly  a  beaft:every  inordinate  cup  is  unblefr,and  the  mgredience  is 

adivell.  .    ...  ,c»  u 

/4jr.Come,comc,good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creature,it  it  be 
wdlus'dyxclaimenomoreagainft  it:  &  good  Leuitenant,!  think 
you  think  I  love  you. 

Caf.\  have  well  approved  it  fir,-I  drunke  > 
U\.  You,or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at  fome  time  man  : 
He  tell  you  what  you  (hall  doe,— our  Generals  wife  is  now  the 
GeneralUI  may  fay  fo  in  this  refpeft,for  that  he  has  devoted  and 
given  up  himfelf  to  the  contemplation, mark  8c  devotement  of _her 
parts  and  graces.  ConfeiTe  your  felf  freely  to  her importune  her, 
fciecll  help  to  put  you  in  your  place  again  :  Oie  u  fo  free^  fo  kind, 
fo  apt,fo  bleffed  a  difpofition,that  foe  holds  it  a  vice  in  her  good- 
nes3nottodomore  then  (he  is  requeued.  This  broken  joynt  be- 
tween you  and  her  husbaad/intreat  her  to  {plinter*  my  fortunes 
againftany  lay,worth  naming,this  crack  of  your  Jo*e  (hall  grow 
wronger  then  t  was  before. 

Caf'  You  advil'e  me  well.  .  _ 

Jar-  IprouftinthefiencerityofloTeandkindneUe. 

Caf.  Ithink  it  freely,and  betimes  in  the  monuag  ,will  I  befeeh 
thevertuousP^^jto  undertake  for  me  ;  1  am  delperace 
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of  my  fortunes,  if  thsy  check  inehere. 

Jag,  You  are  in  the  right : 
Good  night  Leiutenant,  I  mud  to  the  watch, 

i'af.  Good  night  honeft  I  ago,  \  Ex't. 

Jag.  And  what's  he  then^that  fayesl  play  the  villains, 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honetf, 
Pr obaiJ  to  thinking,and  indeed  the  courfe, 
To  win  the  Moore  ageia  ?  For  tis  molt  eafie 
The  inclining  Defdemena  to  kibdue, 
In  any  honcft  fuite  (he's  franfd  as  fruitful!, 
As  the  free  Elements :  and  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moore,  were' t  to  renounce  his  baptifme, 
All  feales  and  fymbolesof  redeemed  fin, 
His  lbule  is  fo  infetter'd  to  her  love, 
That  (he  may  make,  unmake,  doe  what  fhe  UiH 
Even  as  her  appetite  fhall  play  the  god 
With  his  weake  fun&ion-.how  am  I  then  a  villaine, 
To  counfell  C  ajjlo  to  this  parraUtlJ  comic, 
Directly  to  his  good .?  divinity  or  h 
When  divells  will  their  Liac  dt  ir.    .  *iu  on, 
They  doe  fugged  at  firft  with  heav  n  fhewGSj 
As  I  doe  now  j  for  whilft  this  honeii  took 
Plies  Defdemona  to  repaire  his  fortunes.. 
And  fheVor  him,  pleades  ftrongly  to  the  Moore ; 
Hepourethis  peftilenceinto  his  eare, 
That  fhe  repeales  him  for  her  bodies  lufl: ; 
And  by  ho  W  much  i'lie  drives  to  do  him  good, 
She  ("hall  undoe  her  credit  with  the  Moore  ; 
So  will  I  turne  her  vertuc  into' fitch, 
And  out  of  her  owne  good  neffe.  make  the  net 
That  (hail  enemefh  them  all :  Enter  R.oderigo, 

How  now  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chafe,not  like  a  hound  that  hums, 
but  one  that  filles  up  the  cry:my  money  is  almoft  fpenr,  I  ha  bin 
to  night. exceedingly  well  cudgelldjl  think  the  iifue  will  be,I  fHal 
have  to  much  experience  for  my  paine?,8c  fo  no  moncy.at  all,and 
with  a  little  more  wit  returne  ioVemte) 

Ja%.  How  poore  are  they,  that  have  not  Patience  ? 

What 
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What  wound  did  ever  heale,  but  by  degrees  > 

Thou  knowefi  we  workc  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft, 

And  wit  depends  cm  dilatory  time.  ' 

Dos't  not  goe  well?  Cafsh  has  beaten  thee, 

And  thou,  by  that  (mall  hurt, b aft  cafteir'd  C*fy 

Tho  other  thrngj  grew  faireagainft  the  fun, 

Yet  fruites  that  bloflbmefirft,  will  fire  be  ripe  . 

Content  thy  felfe  a  while  5  by\h  mafle  tis  morning  ; 

Pleafure,  and  aaicn,  make  the  houres  feemc  ftorr 

Retire  thee,  goe  where  thou  art  billited, 

A  way  I  fay,  thou  (halt  know  more  hereafter  1 

Nay  get  thee  gone ;  Some  things  arc  to  be  done, 

My  wife  muft  move  for  Cafsi$  to  her  miftrii 

llefetheron.  ' 

My  felfe  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moore  apart, 

And  bring  him  ni#npc i  when  he  may  Caffafad  , 

Soliciting  his  wife :  I,  that's  the  way, 

Dull  not  devife  by  coldnefe  and  delay,  E&mt 

A&us  3.    Seems  u 

Enter  Caflio,  MtrAdufitians. 
C*f<  ]V^?ftc^,  &y  hu  FC5 1      content  J*™  Paine^ 

fpcal^ 

Boy.  How  fir,  how  ? 

CU.  Are  thefe  J  pray  you,  cald  wind  Inflrume*t<  > 
Boy.  I  mary  are  they  nr.  ' 
C/o.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  uylc. 
r/7'  ^hcrcbyh™gsatayleiir? 

Uu  Marry  fir,  by  many  a  wind  Inftrument  that  f  knntxr  R..*. 
fioue,  that  hee  deiirc.  you  for  loves  fake.to  make  uo  noy £  wiSt 

F  Bq. 
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Eey.  Well  fir,  wcrv8i;pfe#d  J;jd  iw  Lib  briu^  w  j*n*W 
Cfe  if  you  bftftt  any  tm&|*£  that  may  not  be  heaixJ, 

^aine,  but  as  they  %,  to  Ilea**  nuilfqiie.the  Gcnerall  dues'  no' 

greatly  care. 

Boy*  Wehanoneiuch  fir- 

Ch.  Then  put  your  pipes  in  your  bae,  for  Ije  away ;  goe  vanim 
into  aire,  away. 

CaJ.  Doll  t  hou  heare  my  honeft  fri<  nd  ? 

€U.  No,  I  heare  riot  your  hon  ell  friend,  I  heare  you 

C*f  prethec  keep  up  thy  quillets,  ther's  a  poorcpeccc  of  sold 
for  thee  jif  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the  Genesis  wifebe 
itirring,ulhcrther's  one  Cafshy  emreates  her  a  little  favuar  of 
fpeach--  wilt  thou  doe  this  > 

Clo  She  is  ftirriBg  fir,  if  (he  will  ftirre  hither,  I  (hall  feeme  tonn 
tifae  unto  her:  £*f#rIago 

C*f.  Doe  good  my  fr ic nd :  In  happy  time  fa0.    Exit  CoL 

Jag.  iou  ha  not  bin  a  bed  then. 

C/j/7.  Why  no  the  day  hag1  broke  before  we  parted  : 

]  ha  made  bold  I  ago  to  fend  in  to  your  wife,  mv  fu'lt  tn  uPr 

7s, that  (he  will  vertuons DefdemoJ,  *•        7  luit  t0 hcr> 

Procure  me  fome  acccfle. 

lag.  lie  fend  her  to  you  prefently. 
And  lie  devifc  a  meane  to  draw  the  Moore 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  canverfe  and  bufineiTe 
May  be  more  free.  . 

Caf  lhumbly  thank  you  foiV:  I.neyer  knew 
A  Tlerentine  more  kind  and*  honeft. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Em.  Good  morrow  Good  Leiutenant,  fam  forry 

For  your  difpleafure,  but  all  will  (bone  be  well' 

TheGeneralland  his  wife  are  talking  of  it, 

And  me  fpeakes  for  you  floutly :  the  Moore  replies 

Thatheyonhurtisofgreacfamein  Cyprus,        \  * 

And  great  ffinity,  and  that  in  wholefo  jne  wifedomev 

He  might  not  but  rciufe  :  but  he  protefo  he  lovcg  you 

Andjieeds  no  other  fuitor  feat  his  likings,  ' 

To  take  the  fafeft  occafion  by  the  front, 

To  bring  you  inagaine 
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Caf  Yet  1  beftech  you, 
I  f  you  think  St,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
Give  me  advantage  of  forue  bricfedifcourfe 
With  Defdemona  aloftc. 

Em.  Pray  you  come  in, 
I  will  beftow  you  where  yon  (hall  have  time, 
To  fpeak  your  bofome  freely. 

Caf.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  Exeunt* 

Enter  Othello,  tago,  andother  Gentlemen. 

Oth.  Thefe  letters  give  Iago  to  the  Pilot,  * 
And  by  him  doe  my  duties  to  the  States 
That  d  jne,l  will  be  walking  to  the  workes, 
Rcpaire  thereto  mc. 

tag.  Well  my  good  Lord,Ue  do't. 

Oth.  T  his  turtuication  Gentlemen,  ihall  we  fee'e  ? 

Gent.  ttewaiie  upon  your  Lordftiip.  Exeunt. 

Enter Defdemona,Cafl]0  aud Emillia.       johJ  l>  N  ^\>CL 

Vef.  Be  thou  aflur'd  good  Caffio,  1  will  doe  WY 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalfe. 

Em.  Good  Madam  doe,  I  know  it  grieves  my  husband, 
As  if  the  cafe  were  his. 

Def  O  that's  an  honeft  fellow:— -doe  not  doubt  GaJfio9 
But  I  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  againe, 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf  Bounteous  Madam, 
W7hat  ever  (hall  become  of' 'Michael 'Cajfio, 

Het's  never  any  thing  but  yout  rrue  fervaut.  «  nsxlivsf!  I 

Def  O  fir,  I  thank  you  you  dot  love  my  Lord  : 

You  have  knowne  him  long,  and  be  aifur'd, 

He  fhall  in  ftrangerr,  ftand  no  farther  off, 

Then  in  a  poli'tiqne  diftance. 
Caf  IbutLadv, 

Thatpollicy  mav cither  laftfo  long, 

Gr  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  wacenih  diet, 

Or  breed  it  felfe,  fo  uu!  otcircum fiance. 

That  I  being  a6fent,a»,d  my  p:acc  fupplied, 

F  2  My 
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My  General!  will  forget  my  love  an  fervice. 

Def.  Do  not  doubt  that,  before  Emtfiahcvc, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place ;  afliirc  thee, 
It  I  doe  vow  a  friend/hip>  He  performcit, 
To  the  la  ft  Article  my  Lord  mall  never  re  ft, 
lie  wateh  him  tame.and  ta  Ike  him  out  of  patience; 
His  bed  (hall  feeme  a  fchoole,his  boord  a  (hrift, 
lie  intermingle  e¥ery  thing  he  does. 
With  Caffio's  Cuhe  ^therefore  be  merry  Caffloy 
For  thy  folicitor  (hall  rather  die, 
Then  give  thy  caufe  away* 

Enter  Othello,  f ago,  and  Genttemm^ 

Em.  Madam,here  comes  my  Lord, 

Cafm  M«  dam,  He  take  my  leave; 

Def.  Nay  ftay5and  here  me  fpealc. 

CaJ.  Madam  not  now,  I  am  very  ill  at  cafe, 
Vnfit  for  mine  owne  purpofe. 

Def.  Well,doe  your  difcretion.  Em  Cftffio*. 

Ha,  I  like  not  that. 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay?' 

lag.  Nothing  my  Lord,or  ft*— I  know  not  what*. 

Oth.  Was  not  that  Caffld parted  from  my  wife  > 

lag.  Cajfitmy  Lord      no  fare,  [cannot  think  it, . 
Miat  he  would  fteale  a  way  fo  gui!ty-lfkt. 
Seeing  you  comming. 

Oth.  I  doebeleevetwashe.. 

Def.  How  now  my  Lord, 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  fuitonhere, 
A  man  that  languifhes  in  your  difplcafure. 

Oth.  Who  i'ft  you  meane  > 

Def.  Why  your  Leiutenant  Cajfio, good  my  Lortfy 
If  I  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move  yon, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take  ; 
For  If  he  be  not  one  that  truelylbm  you, 
That  cms  in  ignorancc,and  not  in  cuauing^ 
I  have  no  judgement  in  an  honeft  face, 
I  prcthec  cal]  him  backe, 
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Oth.  Went  he  hence  now  } 
D*f.  Yes  laith,  fo  humbled, 
That  he  has  left  part  of  his  griefes  with  me, 
To  fuffer  with  him ;  goodLovecall  him  backc. 
Oth.  Not  now  fweet  Defdemonajsmz  othep  time. 
Def.  Butfhal'cbcfoortly? 
Oth.  The  fooner  fweet  for  you. 


Oth.  No.  not  to  night. 
De.  To  morrow  dinner  then  I 
Oth,  \  ftiall  not  dine  at  home, 
I  meet  the  Captaines  at  the  Cittadelt. 

Def.  Why  then  to  morrow  night  or  tuefday  morne. 
On  tuefday  morne,  or  night,  or  wedenfday  morne 5 
I  prethee  name  the  time,. but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  davej :  I  faith  hee's  penitent. 
And  yet  his  trefpaffc,  in  our  common  reafon, 
(  Save  that  they  fay ,  the  warrs  mud  make  examples, 
Out  of  her  beft  )  is  not  almoft  a  faulty 
To  incurre  a  private  check :  when  (hall  he  come  ? 
Tell  me  Othcio :  1  wonder  in  my  foule, 
What  you  could  askc  me  that  I  fhould  deny  > 
Or  (land  fo  mam'ring  on  >  What  Michael  CajJU  I 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you* and  fo  many  a  time 
When  1  havefpoke  ofyoijdifpraifingly, 
Hath  tane  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  doe 
To  bring  him  in  >  Truft  me,  I  could  doe  much,-— 
Oth.  Prethee  no  more^Jct  him  come  when  he  will, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

DeJ*  Why  this  is  not  a  boon*? 
Tis  as  I  fhould  intreat  you  wear*  your  gloves; 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  diftics,  or  keep  you  warme, 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  doc  a  peculiar  profit 
To  your  owne  perfon :  nay,  when  I  have  a  fuite, 
Wherein  I  meane  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 
It  (hall  be  full  of  .poife  and  difficult  weight, 
And  fearefull  CO  be  granted. 
Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing, , 
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\\  hereon  I  dot  beleech  thee  grant  me  thi*,' 
To  have  me  but  alittle  to  my  lelfe. 

Def*  Shall  I  deny  you  ?no,  fare  well  my  Lo^d. 

Or/;.  Farewel  my  Def  demon  a  Jilt  come  to  thee  (Iraight, 

Def  Emillta>cotney  be  it  as  your  fancies  teach  you, 
What  ere  you  be  1  am  obedient  Ex.uxt  Def.  and  Em. 

O//;.  Excellent  wretch, perdition  catch  myfoule, 
Eut  1  doe  love  thee,  and  when  b  iove  thee  nor3 
Chaos  is  come  againe. 

lag.  My  noble  Lord. 

Otb*  What  doit  thou  fay  I  ago  ? 

lag*  DidMfchal Caffio  when  you  wooed  my  Lady, 
Krow  of  your  lo\  e  ? 

Otb.  He  did  from  firft  to  laft : — Why  doef  thou  aske  > 

lag*  Eut  for  fatisfa&icn  of  my  thought, 
No  further  harme. 

Otb*  Why  of  thy  thought  I  ago  t 

Jag*  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her. 

Otb.  O  yes,  a(nd  went  between  us  ver^  oft. 

Jag*  Indeed  > 

Oth*  Indeed  ?  I  indeed,  defcern'ft  thou  ought  in  t*ut  > 
Is  he  not  honeft  > 

lag*  Honeft  my  Lord  >  Otb.  Honeft?  I  honed 

Jag*  My  Lord  for  ou^ht  I  know. 
Or/;.  What  dolt  thou  thinke  ? 
lag*  Think  my  Lord? 

Otb*  Think  rny  Lord  ?  why  d  jfi  thou  ecchoe  me, 
As  ii  there  were  fome  mcnilerin  thy  thought, 
Too  hideous  to  be  fhown  :  Thou  doft  meane  lbmething  : 
1  heard  hee  fay  but  now  thou  Hk'it  not  that, 
When  Caffio  left  my  wife  ;  what  didft  noc  like  ? 
And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  counfeil, 
In  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing  thou  cridli:  indeed  > 
And  didft  contract,  and  purie  thy  brow  together, 
As  it  thou  then  hadft  fhutup  in  ihy  braine, 
Some  h<  nib  Je  conceit  itl  thou  dceft  iove  mr, 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Jag*  My  Lord  you  know  I  iovcjMjuJjQ^  ^rft  ^rnblliw  I 
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And  weighed  thy  words,  before  thou  giv'rVem  breath. 
Therefore  thete  flops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more  j 
For  Itich  things  in-a  falfe  difloyall  knave, 
Are  trickes  of  cuftome ;  but  in  a  man  that's  iuft, 
They  are  clofedilaioos,  working  from  the  heart,. 
That  paffion  cannot  rule. 

lag*'  Yov  Michael  Cafsio, 
I  dare  be  fworne,  ( think  he  is  honeft. 
Orb.  I  thinke  fo  to* 
lag.  Men  mould  be  what  they  feeme. 
Or  i  hoft  that  be  not,  would  thpy  might  feeme, 
Otb.  Certain  men ,  Ihould  be  what  they  feeme, 
lag.  \\  hy  tlun  I  think  Cafsfa's  an  honeft  man. 
Otb.  Nay,  yet  thei's  more  in  this, 
I  prttrne  ipeake  to  me,  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  doeft  ruminate,  and  give  thy  thoughts. 
The  worft  of  word?. 

lag-  Good  my  Lord  pardon  me  : 
Though  J  am  bound  to  every  aft  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  (lives  are  free  to, 
Vtter  my  thoughts :  Why,  fay  they  are  vile  and  falfe  : 
As  wheres  that  pallace,  whereinto  foule  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  Who  has  a  breaft  fo  pure, 
Bdt  fume  vncleanly  apprehenfions 
Kcepc  leets  and  Jaw-dayes  and  in  fefljon  fit 
What  meditations  lawfull  ? 

Oth.  Thou  doft  coftfpier  againft  thy  friend  logo, 
If  thou  but  thinkeft  him  wrongd,  andmakeft  his  eaie 
A  Granger  to  thy  thoughts, 
lag.  I  doe  befeech  you, 
Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  ghefle, 
(As  I  confeflekis  my  natures  plague, 
To  fpy  into  abufes,  and  oft  my  icaloufic 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not :  ^  that  your  whxionie  yet: 
From  one  that  fo  imperfectly  conceits, 
Will  take  no  notice,  nor  build  jo*r  fclfe  a  trouble. 
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Out  of  ray  fcattering,  and  unfyreobferuance  ; 
Jt  were  not  fory  our  quiet,  nor  your  good, 
N  o  r  for  my  manhood,  honefty ,  or  wifdome, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 
Oth  What  doft  thcu  meane  > 

la  y  Good  name  in  man  and  woman  ( deere  my  Lord) 
Is  thc immediate  Ieweil  of  ourlbules  : 
Who  ftel  es  my  purfe,  ftealcs  trafr^tis  forathing,  nothing, 
Twas  mine,  tis  his,  and  has  bin  lime  to  thoufaitds : 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  ranches  him, 
And  makes  me  poore  indeed. 

Otb.  He  know  thy  thoughts. 
/  *£•  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand, 
Nor  (hall  not,whilft  tis  in  my  cuftody. 

Oth.  Ha> 

Jdg  O  beware  (my  Lord)  of  iealounY; 
It  is  a  grectt-eyd  monftcr,  which  doth  mockc 
The  meat  k  fotdt  on  .What  Cuckold  lives  in  blifs> 
Who  certaine  of  his  wronger : 
But  oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  ore, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts,  fufpe&s,  yet  ftrongly  loves. 

Oth.  Omifery, 

lag .  Poore  and  content, is  rich,  and  rich  enough,, 
But  rich  6nelefle,  is  poore  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  feares  hc^  (hall  be  poore  ; 
Good  heaven,  thefoules  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
Ftom  iealoulie. 

Oth.  Why,why  is  this  ? 
Thinkeft  thou  IMe  make  a  life  of  iealoufie  > 
To  follow  ftill  the  changes  of  thcMoone 
With  fre£h  fufpitions?  No,  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  once  to  be  refolv'd :  exchange,  me  for  a  Goate, 
When  I  (hall  turne  thc  bufinefle  of  my  foule 
To  fuch  txufrlicate,  and  blowne  furmifc?, 
Matching  thy  inference :  tis  not  to  make  me  ieilous, 
To  fay  my  wife  is  faire,  feedes ,  well,  loves  company-. 
Is  free  of  fpecch,fings,playes,  and  danors  weii  ; 
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Where  vertue  is,  thefc  arc  more  vcrtuous : 
Nor  from  mine  ownc  weake  merits  will  \  draw 
The  fmalleft  fcare,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt, 
For  (he  had  eves,  and  chofen  me:  No  Iage9 
lie  fee  before  I  doubt,  when  I  doubt,  prove : 
And  on  the  proofe,there  ii  no  more  but  this 
Away  at  once  with  love  or  jealoulie. 

lag.  I  am  glad  or  it,  for  now  I  fhali  have  rctfon 
To  (hew  the  love  and  duty  that  1  beare  you 
With  franker  fpirit :  therefore  as  1  am  bound 
Receive  it  from  me  :  I  fpeak  not  yet  for  proofe, 
Look  to  your  wife,  obferve  hei  well  with  Ca(fto  \ 
Were  your  eye  thus,  not  icalous,nor  fecure, 
1  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature, 
Out  of  ielfe-bounty  be  abus'd,  looke  too't ; 
1  know  our  Countrey  difpofition  well. 
In  Venice  they  doe  let  Heaven  fee  the  prankes 
They  dare  not  (hew  their  husbands: their  belt  con fciencc; 
Is  not  to  leave' t  undone,but  keep't  unknown. 

Oth.  Doeft  thou  fay  io  > 

Jag.  She  did  deceive  her  father  marrying  you  , 
And  when  (he  ieera'd  to  (hake  and  fea*e  your  loofl* 
She  lovM  them  raoft . 

Oth*  And  fo  (he  did. 

lag-  Why  go  too  thf  n, 
She  that  fo  young,  could  give  out  fuch  a  feeming, 
To  feale  her  fathers  eyes  up  clofe  as  Oake, 
He  thought  twas  witchcraft :  but  I  am  much  too  blame  j 
I  humbly  doebeftcch  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  1  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Jag.  I  fee  this  hatha  little daftt your  fpiriti. 

Oth.  Not  a  iot,  not  a  iot. 

Jag*  Truft  me  1  fe*rc  it  has. 
I  hope  you  will  couiidt-r,  what  h  fpoke, 
Comes  from  my  lout  ?  bu-  T  3oe  ii  J  you  arc  rrioy'd, 
I  an i  to  pray  you,  not  to  feline  inv  fpeach. 
To  groiier  i/fues,  nor  to  larger  r^ach, 
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Thcntofufpition* 

Oth.  I  will  not, 

lag.  Should  you  doe  fo  my  Lord, 
My  fpeech  ffcould  fall  into  vile  fucccflfe ,  ; 
As  my  thoughts  aime  not  at :  Cajfios  ray  worthy  friend; 
My  Lord,  1  lee  you  are  mov'd, 
Oth.  No,  not  much  mov'd, 
doe  not  thinke  hut  Dtfdtmanas  honeft. 
lag.  Long  live  (he  fo,and  longlive  you  to  think  fo. 
Oth.  And  yet  how  nature  erring  from  it  fclfe. 
Jag.  Ij  there's  the  point :  as  to  be  bold  with  you3 
Not  to  affect  many  propofed  matches, 
Ofher  owne  clime3complexion,  and  degree, 
Wherein  we  fee  in  all  things,  nature  tends ;  _  | 

Fie  we  may  fmell  in  fuch  a  will  muft  ranke, 
Foule  disproportion  thoughts  unnaturall. 
But  pardon  me  :  I  doe  not  in  pofition, 
Diftin&ly  fpcake  ofher5tho  I  may  feare 
Her  will  recoyling  to  her  better  judgement, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  Countrey  formes, 
And  happily  repent. 

Oth.  Farewell,  if  more 
Thou  doeft  perceive;  let  me  know  more,  fa  on 
Thy  wife  to  oblerve :  leave  me  lagfr 
lag.  My  Lord  1  take  my  leave, 
Oth.  Why  did  f  marry  f  This  honeft  creature  doubtii 
Sees,  and  knowesmore,much  more  then  he  unfolds. 

lag.  My  Lord,  I  would  I  might  intreac  your  honour, 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  further,  leave  it  to  time, 
And  though  tis  fit  that  Cajfio  have  his  place, 
(  For  fure  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Yet  if  you  plea  fe  to  hold  him  of  a  while, 
You  fhall  by  that,  perceive  him  and  his  means  > 
Note  if  your  Lady  ftraine  her  entertainement, 
With  any  ftrong  or  vehement  importunity, 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that,  in  the  meane  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufie  in  my  feares, 
(  As  worthy  caufe  I  haye,  to  fcarc  I  am ; ) 
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And  hold  her  free,  I  doe  befcech  your  honour* 
Oth.  Fcare  not  my  government. 
I*g.  I  once  more  take  my  lcaue. 
Oth.  This  fellowe's  of  exceeding  honefty, 
And  knowes  all  quantities,  with  a  learned  fpirit, 
Of  humane  dealings :  If  I  doe  proouc  her  haggard, 
Tho  that  her  Iefles  were  my  deare  heart  firings, 
Tde  whiffle  her  off,  and  let  her  dewne  the  wind, 
To  pray  at  fortune.  Happily,  for  I  am  blacke, 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  pans  of  converfation, 
That  Chambereours  have,  or  for  I  am  decline! 
Into  a  vale  of  yeares,  yet  that's  not  much, 
S  rue's  gone,  I  am  aduis'd,  and  my  reliefe 
Mull  be  to  loath  her :  O  curfe  of  marriage, 
7  hat  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ourt, 
And  not  their  appetites ;  I  had  rather  be  a  Toadc 
And  live  upon  the  vapor  in  a  dungeon, 
Then  keepe  a  cornet  in  a  thing  I  love, 
For  others  ufes :  yet  tis  the  plague  of  great  ons, 
PrerogatiouVi  arc  they  lefTe  thenthe  bafe, 
Thisdeftinv,  unfhunnable,  like  death  : 
Even  thm  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 
When  we  doe  quicken  :  Defdemoma  comes,  I 
If  (he  be  fals^  O  then  heave*  mocks  it  felfe, 
llenotbelceveit. 

Enter  Defdemona  and  Emillia* 
Def  how  now  my  deare  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  Ilander 
By  you  inuitcd,doeattend  your  prefence 
Oth.  I  am  to  blame, 

Def.  Why  is  your  fpeech  fo  faint  1  are  you  not  well  I 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  f  orehead,  he  are. 

JDef.  Why  that's  with  watching,  t'wll  away  againe  j 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  houre 
It  will  be  well. 

Oht.  Your  napkin  is  too  little : 
Let  it  alone,  come  He  go  in  with  you* 

Def.  I  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well. 
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Em*  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin,     £#>>Och.W  Dcf„, 
This  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moore, 
My  way  ward  husband,  hath  a  hundred  times 
Wooed  me  to  iteale  it,  but  (he  io  love*  the  token3 
For  he  con  jur'd  her,  (lie  ftould  ever  keepe  it, 
That  (he  reserves  it  ever  more  about  her, 
To  kifle  and  talk  to ;  lie  ha  the  worke  tanc  out, 
And  giv'tl^g* :  what  he'l  doe  with  ic, 
Heaven  knowes,  not  I,  Enter  Iago. 

I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  fantafie* 

Jag*  How  now,  what  doe  you  here  alone  > 
Em*  Doe  not  you  chide,  I  ha  ire  a  thing  tor  you. 
Jag*  A  thing  for  me,  it  is  a  commcm  thing — 
Em*  Ha  > 

Jag*  To  have  a  foolifh  wife. 
Em*  0,is  that  all  ?  what  will  you  give  me  now* 
For  that  fame  handkerchiefe  >  0 
lag*  What  handkerchiefe  > 
Em.  What  handkerchiefe? 
Why  that  the  Moore  fir  ft  gave  to  Defdemona^ 
That  which  (b  often  you  did  bid  me  fteale. 
Jag*  Haft  ftole  it  from  her  > 
Em*  No  faith,  (he  let  it  drop  by  negligence, 
And  to  the  advantage,  I  being  here,  tooke  it  up : 
took,  here  it  \i* 

Jag*  A  good  wench  give  it  me. 
Em*  What  will  you  doe  with  it, 
That  y  ou  have  bin  fo  earneft  to  have  me  fetch  it  r 
Jag.  why ,  what's  that  to  you  > 
Em*  \i\  be  not  for  fomejnirpoie  of  import, 
Give  me'e  againe,  poorc  Lady,  uVl  run  mad 
When  me  (hall  lack  it. 

jfer.Be  not v  ou  knownc  on't,  I  have  ufe  for  it;  —  go  leave  me : 

1  will  in  CaJfiSs  lodging  lofe  this  napkfn,  Extt  Em. 
And  let  him  rind  it ;  Trifles  light  as  ayre, 

Are  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  ftrong 

As  proofes  of  hcly  W right,  this  may  doe  fomething 

The  Moore  already  changes  with  my  poifoD, 

Dam 
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Dangerous  conceits  are  in  their  natures  poifons, 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  dtttaft; 
But  with  a  little  aft  vpon  the  blood, 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  fulpb  ur:  1  did  fay  fo : 
Loo  k  where  he  corns,  not  Poppy,  nor  Mandragora, 
Nor  all  thedroufie  firopps  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  mrdicine  thee  to  that  fwcet  fleepe. 
Which  ihou  On  t-d$  yefterday* 

Oth.  Ha,ha,falieto  metome> 

Jag.  Why  hew  now  Generall?no  more  of  that. 

Ot.  Avar    be  gon  ,thou  haft  fct  me  on  the  rack 
I  fware,  lis  beiur  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Then  but  t<  i  know  t  a  little. 

Jag.  How  bo  w,  my  Lord? 

Oth.  \\  hat  fmce  had  I  of  her  ftolen  houres  of  luft  : 
I  faw't  not,  though t  it  not,it  harm'd  not  me, 
1  flept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry 
I  found  not  Cafst/s  kifTes  on  her  lips ; 
He  that  is  rob'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftolne, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  hee's  not  rob'd  at  all. 

Jag*  1  am  forry  to  heare  this. 

Oth.  I  had  bin  happy  if  the  gencrall  Campe, 
Pyoners,  and  all,had  cafted  her  fweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  knowen  .•  O  now  for  ever 
Farwcll  the  tranquile  mind,  farewell  content  j 
Farewell  the  plumed  troope,  and  the  big  warres, 
That  makes  ambition  vertuc :  O  farewell, 
Farewell  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  fhrill  Trumpe, 
The  fpirit-ftirring  Drtimme,the  eare-psircingFife^ 
The  royall  Banner,  and  all  quality, 
Prid.pompe,  and  circumftancc  of  glorious  warre. 
And  O  ye  mortall  Engines,whofe  wide  throatcs, 
The  immortall  Jove/  great  clammors  couterfeit ; 
Farewell,  Othelloe's  Occupation's  gon. 

Jag.  1ft  pofsiblemy  Lord  > 

Oth*  Villaine,  befure  thou  proue  my  Love  a  whore, 
Be  iure  ot  it,  giue  me  the  ocular  p;  oofe, 
Or  by  the  worth  of  my  eternall  foulc, 

G  J  Thou 
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Thou  hadft  bin  better  have  been  borne  a  dog, 
That  anfwere  my  wak'd  wrath. 
lag.  I  ft  come  to  this? 

Ot.  Make  me  to  fee't,  or  at  the  lead  Co  proue  it. 
That  the  probation,  bearc  nohinge,  nor  Joppe, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  :  or  woe  upon  thy  life, 

lag.  My  noble  Lord. 

Otb.  If  thou  doft  (lander  her,  and  torture  me, 
Never  pray  more,  abandon  all  remorfe ; 
On  horrors  head,  horrors  accumulate  : 
Do  deedijtomake  heaven  weepe,  all  earth  amaz'd, 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  adde,  greater  then  that, 

lag.  O  grace,  O  heaven  defend  me, 
Are  you  a  man,  have  you  a  foule  or  fence  > 
God  buy  you,  take  my  office,— O  wretched  fooje, 
That  liveft  to  make  thine  honefty  a  vice ; 
Omonftrous  world,take  note,  take  note  O  world, 
To  be  direct  and  hone  ft,  is  not  fafe, 
I  thanke  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence, 
He  love  no  fritnd  fince  love  breeds  fuch  ofFcnce, 

Oth.  Nay  ftay,  thou  fhouldft  be  honcft 

lag.  I  mould  be  wife,  for  honefUVs  a  foole, 
And  loofes  that  it  workes  for* 

Oth.  By  the  world, 
I  thinke  my  wife  be  honeft ,  and  thinke  (he  is  nor, 
I  thinke  that  thou  art  juft,  and  thinke  thou  art  not  % 
lit  have  fomeproofe:  her  name  that  was  as  f reft 
As  Dions  vifage,  is  now  begrimed,  and  blacke 
As  mine  owne  face  :  If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
Poyfon,  or  fire,  or  fufFocating  ftreames, 
lie  not  endure  it :  would  I  were  Satisfied. 

lag.  I  fee  fir  you  are  eaten  up  with paffion, 
I  doe  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you ; 
You  would  be  fatisfied , 

Oth.  Would,  nay,  I  will. 

lag.  And  may,  but  how  how,  fatisfied  my  Lord  ? 
Would  you.  the  fuperafion  grofiely  gape  on5 
Behold  her  toptf 

Oth. 
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l  Oth.  Death  and  damnation— oh. 

lag.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  thinke, 
To  bring  em  to  that  profpeft  dam  em  then, 
If  ever  morall  eyes  did  fee  them  boulfter 
More  then  their  ownc ;  what  then,how  then  ? 
What  (hall  I  fay  >  where's  fatisfa&ion  > 
It  is  impoflible  jou  ftiould  fee  thit, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  ar  hot  as  Monkiei, 
As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pri^e,  and  foolcs  as  grofie 
As  ignorance  made  drunke ;  But  yet  I  fay, 
If  imputation  andftrongcircumftances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  thedooreof  truth, 
Will  give  you  fatisfaftion,  you  may  ha't. 

Oth-  Give  me  a  living  reafon,  that  (he's  difloyall . 

lagi  I  doe  not  like  the  office, 
But  ffth  I  am  entcr'd  into  this  caufefo  farre, 
Prickt  to't  by  foolim  honefty  and  love, 
I  will  goe  one :  I  lay  with  Cajfio  lately, 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth,!  colud  not  flee] 
.Ther  are  a  kind  of  men  fo  loofe  of  foule, 
That  in  their  (leepes  will  mutter  their  affaires, 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cajfio : 
in  f]fepe  I  heard  him  iay.  Sweet  Defdemona^ 
Let  vs  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves , 
And  then  fir  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry  out,  fweet  creature,  and  then  kifle  me  hard, 
As  if  he  pluckt  up  kiflei  by  the  rootes 
That  grew  upon  my  lrps,then  laied  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh  and  frgh'd,  and  kifled  and  then 
Cried,  cur  fed  fate,  that  gaue  thee  to  the  Moore. 

Cth.  Omonfterous,monftrous. 

Jag .  Nay,  this  was  but  h}s  dreame* 
f  Oth,  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gon  conclufion, 
Tis  a  fhrewd  doubt  tho  it  be  but  a  dreame, 

Tag.  And  this  may  helpe  to  thicken  other  proofes  > 
That  doe  demonftrate  thinly. 

Oth*  He  teare  her  all  to  peeccs. 

lag.  Nay,  6ut  be  wife,  yet  we  fee  nothing  done  i 

She 
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She  may  behoneftyet :  tell  me  but  this, 

Have  you  not  fometiraes  feene  a  handkerchiefe, 

Spotted  with  ftrawberries  in  your  wive*  hand  , 

*  Oth.  1  gave  her  fuch  a  one,  twas  my  firft  ^ift. 

Jag.  I  know  not  that,but  fuch  a  handkerchiefe 
I  am  fure  it  was  your  wives,  did  I  to  day 
See  Cajfio  wipe  his  beard  wich. 
Oth  Iftbethat. 

lag.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  it  was  hers, 
It  fpeakes  againft  her,  with  the  other  prcoefi* 

Oth.  O  that  the  flaue  had  forty  thoutand  lives, 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weake  tor  my  i  tv.ugt; 
Now  I  doe  fee  tis  true,  looke  here  laro , 

All  my  fond  love*  thus  doe  I  blow  ro'hca  ven,  tis  go 

Arife  black  vengeance  from  thy  hoi  I  ow  Cell, 
Yeild  up  O  love  thy  crown?,  una  hearted  Throne 
To  tyrrannous  hate,  fweli  boofome  with  thy  I ,  aught. 
For  tis  of  Afpicks  tongues.  he  knee  Us. 

lag.  Pray  be  content- 
ed. O  blood.,  Jagoy  blood. 

Jag.  Patience)  fay,  your  mind  perhaps  may  change 
Oth  Never  Jago\  & 

Like  to  the  JW/'r^Sea, 

Whofeicy  current  and  compulse  courfe, 

Ne'r  feels  retiring  ebbe,  but  keeps  due  on, 

To  the  Propomckjind  the  Helle front : 

Even  fo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 

Shall  ne're  looke  back,  neVe  e6be  to  humble  love, 

Till  that  a  capeableand  wide  revenge 

Swallow  them  up.  Now  beyond  marble  Heaven, 

In  the  due  reverence  to  a  facred  vow, 

I  here  ingage  my  words. 

Jag.  Doe  not  rife  yet : 

Witneffe  the  ever-burning  lights  above, 

You  Elements  that  clip  us  round  about , 

Witnelft  that  hert,  lago  d oth  give  up 

The  execution  of  his  wit>  hand,  heat  t, 

To  wrong'd  Othelloes  fervice  ;  let  him  command, 
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And  to  obey,  (hall  be  in  me  retnorfe, 
What  bloody  worke  fo  CYcr» 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love  j 
Not  with  vaine  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous 
And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  the  to't, 
Within  thefe  three  dayes,  let  me  hear©  thee  fay. 
That  Caffios  not  alive. 

lag*  My  friend  is  dead : 
Tis  done  as  you  requeft,but  let  her  live* 

lag.  Dam  her  lewd  minks  :0  dam  her, 
Come  goe  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnift)  rae  with  fomc  fwift  meanes  of  d?ath, 
For  the  faire  devill :  now  art  thou  my  Leivtenant. 

Jag.  Iam  your  owne  for  ever. 

Exenn  % 

Enter  Defdemona*  Emilia  and  the  Clowne. 
Def  Doe  you  know  lirra,  where  theL  Jutenant  Cajfw  lies  > 
Clo .  I  dare  not  iky  he  lies  any  where. 
Def.  Why  man  > 

Clo.  He  is  a  Souldier,&  for  one  to  fay  a  Souldier  lies,is  (tabbing. 
Def  Go  to  where  lodges  he  > 

Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where  I  lie« 
Def  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  > 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  &t  for  me  to  devife  a  lodging, 
And  fay  he  lyes  there,  were  to  lie  in  mine  owne  throate. 

Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out,  and  edified  by  report? 
Clo.  I  will  cathechize  the  world  for  him,that  is/nake  queftidng, 
And  nuke  them  anfwer.  .^iibttibn&il  Vfit  j  'I  £r>-* 

Def  Seekehim,bid  him  come  hither,tell  him  I  have  moved  my 
Lord  in  his  bchalfe,  andhopeall  will  be  well. 

Clo.  To  do  this^is  within  the  compafs  of  mans  wit  and  there- 
fore lie  attempt  the  doing  of  it.  Fxt 

Pef.  W  lure  ftould  I  loofe  that  handkerrchiefe1  Emfdia  ? 

Em.  I  kno  ■  not  Madam.  .  >n*ii  J*h  :  iflfrl  »*fcdT 

Def  BeietVeme,Ihadratherilo^femypuffe     ^  "*  ~2 
Full  of  Crufadoesi  and  but  my  noble  Moore 
Is  uueof  mind,  and  made  of  no  {uch  baleneffe, 
As  jealous  crcatui  ts  a  e,  it  were  enough 

H  To 


The  Tragedy  of  Oth^o 

To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 
Em.  Is  he  not  Jealous  > 

Def.  Who  he  >  fthinke  the  Sun  where  he  was  borne, 
Drew  all  fuc.h  humors  from  him .  Enter  Othello* 

Em*  Lookc  where  he  comes. 

Def.  I  will  not  leave  him  now, 
Till  Cajfio  be  cald  to  him  :  how  is  it  with  you  my  Lord  i 

Oth.,  Well  my  good  Lady  ;  O  hardneffe  to  diflcmble : 
Ho  w  doe  you  Defdemtna  ? 

Def  well,  my  good  Lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  hand,  this  hand  is  moift  my  Lady . 
Def  1 1  ye t  has  felt  no  age,  nor  kno wne  no  forrow. 
Oth.  This  argues  fruitfulnefle  and  liberafl  hearty 
Hot  hot,  and  moyft,  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequcfter  from  liberty  :  fading  and  praying, 
Much  caftigation,  exercife  devoted  ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  foeatic  dtyiil  here,. 
That  commonly  rebels :  tis  a  good  hand, 
A  franke  one. 

Def.  You  may  indeed  fay  fo, 
For  twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart;. 

Oth.  A  liberal!  hand,  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands, 
But  our  new  herraldry  is  hands  not  hearts* 

Def  I  cannt  fpeake  of  this ;  come  now  your  promifo 

Oth.  Whatproxnifechucke> 

Def  I  have  lent  to  bid  Cajfib  come  fpeake  with  you. 

Oth.  I  have  a  fait  and  fullen  rhume  offends  rne, 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchiefs 

Def  Here  my  Lord, 

Oth.  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Def.  I  have  it  not  about  me* 

Oth.  Not. 

Def  No  ii  deed  my  Lord* 
Oth.  Thati  a  fauk :  that  handkerchi rfe 
Did  an  Egyftitn  to  my  mother  give, 
She  was  a  Charm? r,  aid  could  almoft  read 
.  The  thoughts  of  people  ^flie  told  her  while  flat  kept  it, 
^Weuld  make  hi r  amiable,  and  fubdue my  fotbcr0 
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Jntierly  to  her  love  c-But  if  (he  loft  it, 
Or  made  a  gift  ot  it  \  m  -  fathers  eye 
Should  bold  her  loathtd,  and  his  fpirits  fhould  hunt 
After  mw  fancies :  Sfce  d,  ing.  gave  it  me, 
And  bid  mc,  when  my  face  uou'd  h**e  me  wivcB 
To  give  it  her ;  I  did  fo3  and  rake  heede  on% 
Make  it  a  darlii  g,  like  your  prctiottf  eye,  * 
To  1  u  fe,  or  g '  ve\  a  way,  were  fiich  preaifttoir> 
As  nothing  ellc  could  match* 
Def  ntpoffblc* 

0r/>.  T  isrrue.thfi'imagickcin  thewebofir^ 
-  ASybell  that  had  numbered  In  r lie  world. 
The  Sun  to  court*  two  hunch  d  compares, 
In  her  prophetiquc  fury,fowed  the  workc: 
The  wormes  were  hollowed  that  did  breed  the  filk^ 
And  it  war  died  in  Mommy, with  the  fkHfitU 
-Conferve  o<  Maidens  hearts. 
Def  lndud3ttttruc> 

Oth.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  Well0 
Def  Then  would  to  God  that  1  had  never  ferae  ita 

Orh.  Ha,  wherefore  ( 

Def  Why  doe  you  fpeake  fo  ftartlngly  and  rafli  > 
Oi  h.  Tft  loft  >  i'ft  gone  I  fpeake,is  it  out  o*the  mf ) 
Def.  Blenevs. 
Oth.  Say  you  * 

Def.  It  is  not  loft,  but  what  and  if  it  were? 
Oth.  Ha. 

Def  1  fay  it  is  not  loft. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  mc  fee  k.  ^ 

Def  Why  fo  I  can  fir,  but!  will  not  nowj 
This  is  a  tricke,  to  put  me  from  my  fake, 
Ipray  let  Caffio  be  received  againe. 

Orh.   Feu h  me  rha  r  handkerchiefc,  my  mind  mifgi f  esi 

Def  Gome, come,  you^never  meet  a  more  fufficicn*  man* 

Oth.  The  handkerchiefc 

Def  A  man, that  all  his  time 
Hath  ound  d  good  fortunes  on  your  lot e, 
Sbai'd  cUogcis  with  you. 

H  t  Oth. 
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*Oth.  Thehandkerchiefe.  . 
Def.  In  Tooth  you  are  to  blame* 
Oth.  Away,   .  £#M 
Em*  Is  not  this  man  jealous  \ 
Def.  Increfaw  this  before: . 
Sir  ther's  fome  wonder  in  this  handkei  chiefe, 
I  a m  moil  un  happy  m  the  lofle  oi  it. 

Enter  lago  and  Caflio. 
Enty  Tis  not  a  y eare  or  two  fhewes  us  a  man, 
They  are  all  but  ftomacks,  and  we  all  but  foode$ 
They  cate  us  hungerjjk  and  when  tiny  are  full ; 
They  belch  us  ;  lookeyou,  Cfjfi&  and  my  hu  band. 

lag.  There  is  no  other  way,  tis  (he  mult  doe  it. 
And  loe  the  happineffe,  goe,  and  importune  her. 

DeJ .  How  now  good  Cajfioy  what!  the  newes  with  you  > 
Caf.  Madam,  my ;  former  fuit :  I  doe  befeech  you, 
That  by  your  vertuous  means,  I  doe  befeech  ycu  : 
Exifr,andbe  a  member  of  his  love, 
WhomI  -with  all  the  office  of  all  my  heart, 
Intirely  honour,  I  would  not  be  dclayde  , 
If  my  offence  be  of  fuch  mortall  kind, 
That  not  my  fecruice  pair,  nor  preftnt  forrowes, 
Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ranlbme  me  into  his  love  againe, 
But  to  know  fo,muft  be  my  benefit, 
So  fhall  I  cloath  me  in  a  fore'd  content, 
And  (hut  my  felfc  up  in  fom  other  courfe, 
To  fortune  aimer. 

Def  Alas  thrice  gentile  CaJfioy 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  5 
My  Lord  is  not  my  Lord,nor  mould  iknojw  him, 
Were  he  in  fauour,  as  in  humor  altr'd : 
So  help  me,  every  fpirit  fan&ified 
As  I  havefpoken  for  you  all  my  beft, 
And  ftoop  within  the  blanke  of  his  difpleafure^ 
For  my  frc  fpeech :  you  muft  a  while,  be  pateinfc 
What  I  can  doc  I  will,  and  more  I  w  ill 
Then  for  my  fclfe  I  dare,  let  that  fcjfcc  you, 
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J*g.  is  my  Lord  angry  > 


Em.  He  went  hence  but  now, 
And  certainly  In  fti  ange  unquittneffe. 

/ *g*  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feene  the  Cannon, 
When  it  hath  blowne  his  rankes  into  the  ayrc  5 
And  (like  the  deuill)  from  his  very  arme, 
Puft  his  ownc  brother,  and  can  he  be  angry  > 
Something  of  momentthen  :  I  will  goe  and  meet  him, 
There's  mattering  indeed,  it  he  be  angry. 

Def.  1  prethce  d  je  fo  ifomething  fure  of  State, 
E'thi  r  from  Venice,  or  Com  v.nhatcht  prafttice, 
Made  demonftrableherein  Ctprestohim* 
Hath  pulld  Ivsclecrc  fpirit,  and  in  fuch  cafcs. 
Mens  naturs  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
The  great  ones  are  the  obiefr, 
Tis  even  fo  5  for  let  cur  finger  ake, 
And  it  endures  cwother  healthfull  members, 
£ven  to  that  fenfe  of  paine ;  nay, we  muft  thinke, 
Men  arc  not  god?, 

Not  of  them  looke  for  fuch  observances 
As  fits  the  Bridall :  befhrew  me  much  Emillia, 
I  was  (unhandfome  warriour  as  1  am) 
Arraingning  his  unkinknefle  with  my  foule  ; 
But  now  I  tindc,  I  had  fubborne  the  wkneiTe, 
And  hce's  indited  falfly. 

Em.  Pray  haeven  it  be  State  matters  as  you  thinke, 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you. 

Dtf  Alas  the  day,  I  never  gaue  hirocaufej 

Em.  But  jealous  foules  will  not  be  anfwerd  fo, 
They  are  not  ever  jeilous  for  the  caufc, 
But  jealous  for  \  ey  are  jealous :  tis  a  monfter, 
Begot  unto  it  i:  "«e,borneonit  felfe. 

Def.  Heaven  keepethat  monfter  from  Othello  s  mitlde, 
Em.  Lady,  Amen. 

Def.  1  will  goe fceke him, CafiowAkt  hereabout 
If  1  doe  finde  him  fit,  He  move  your  fiiite,  Exeunt  Defd* 

And  feeke  to  effeft  it  to  my  utmoft.  WEmilliat  I 
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Caf9  ..Uiumbly  thankeyour  Ladiflitp. 


Ettttr  Bianca* 


Biaxy  Save  you  tricnd  Caffio. 
Caf  What  make  you  from  home  > 
Howls  it  with  you  molt  f&rtfiianca  f 
Indeed  fwect  lore  1  was  goisigto  your  hou(e. 

Bia*  And  I  was  goiag  to  your  lodging  Caffi§  5 
What  kecpea  weeke  away  !  ftven  daye*  and  nights^ 
Eight^core  eight  hours,  and  J  overs  abfent  hours. 
More  tedious  then  tht  diall^eightfcore  times; 
Oh  weary  reckning  ! 

Caf*  Pardon  me  Bixncay 
I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  bin  prcfiv 
But  1  (hall  in  a  more  continuate :  ot  time, 
Strike  off  this  fcoreof  abfence :  fweet  Eianc*? 
Take  me  this  Worke  out. 

Bta.  Oh  Ctf/^whenee  came  this  / 
This  is  fame  token  from  a  nt w«rr  friend 
To  the  felt  abftnee,  now  I  kele  a  caufe, 
I'ft  come  to  this  ?  well,  well. 

C*f.  Go  to  woman, 
Throw  your  vile  gucfles  in  the  devtlls  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them,  you  are  jealous  noWj, 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miftris,  fomc  remembrance, 
No  in  good  troth BuncA, 
Bia.  Why,  whofc  is  it  ? 

C*/*.  I  know  not  fweet,  I  found  it  in  my  dumber, 
I  like  the  worke  wel!,ere  it  be  demanded, 
As  like  enough  it  will,  Fdc  have  it  coppied, 
Take  ii,and  do't,,  and  leave  me  for  this  time* 
Bia.  Leave jo% wherefore? 
€*f.  1  doe  attend  here  on  (he  General!, 
And  thinkc  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wiflt, 
To  hive  him  fee  me  woman'd. 
Mi  a.  Why  I  pray  yon) 
€*f.  Not  that  I  love  you  not* 
B4m*  But  that  yon  doe  not  love  me : 
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Til  I but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
Fort  attend  here,  but  Ik  fee  you  foone 
K*  Til  very  good,  I  mufl  be  ckcumftWd. 

S**"  Iag04*i  Othello. 

IT  T  III  you  think  fo  > 
W      O^.  Think  Co-faff. 

fag.  What  to  kille  in  private  > 

Oth.  An  unauthoria  d  kific* 

lag.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed, 
An  houre,  or  more, not  meaning  any  harme  ? 

Oth.  Naked  abed  lag*,  and  not  meant  harme  ^ 
It  is  hipocrii  j  e  againft  the  dcvill : 
They  that  meane  vertuoufly ,  and  yet  doe  fo, 
The  dcvill  their  vertue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven* 

Jag.  So  they  doe  nothing,  lis  a  vtniall  (lip ; 
But  it  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchicfe. 

Oth.  What  then? 

Jag.  Why  then  til  hers  my  Lord*  and  being  heri^ 
She  may  I  think  beftow't  on  any  man* 

Oth*  She  is  proteftrefic  of  her  honour  too, 
May  (he  give  that  > 

Jag .  Her  honour  is  an  eflence  that's  not  feene. 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
But  for  the  handkerchief. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  would  mod  gladly  have  forgot  it: 
Thou  (aidft  (O  it  comes  oVe  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  Raven  o're  the  infe&td  houfe5 
Boding  to  all.  )  He  had  my  handkerchiefs . 

Jag.  l,what  of  thar  > 

Cth>  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

Jag.  What  If  1  had  faid  i  had  feen  him  doe  you  Wiong  * 
Or  heard  him  fay,  (  as  knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 
Who  having  by  their  ownc  importunate  Iuite$ 
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Or  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  miftris, 
Conjured,or  fupplied  them3  cannot  cbufe, 
But  they  mult  bJab.  1 

Oth.  Hath  he  fatd  any  thing  > 

lag-  He  hath  my  Lord,  but  be  you  well  afiur'4, 
No  more  then  hee'l  unlweare. 

Oth*  What  hath  he  faid  > 

lag*  Why  that  he  did —  1  know  not  what  he  did. 

.  Oth.  What  ?  Jago.  Lye. 

With  her  > 

Jag.  With  her,  on  her,  what  you  will. 

Oth.  Lie  with  herjieon  her?  We  fay  lie  on  her,when  they  bely 
her;lye  with  her,  that's  fulibme,h  mdkerchiefs,  cbnreifipiji  hand- 
kerchiefs:to  contei"s5and  be  hanged  for  hi*'  labored:  to  be  hang'd 
and  then  to  contefs;l  tremble  at  it :  Nature  would  not  inveft,her- 
felfein  fuch  fhadowin^  paflion,whhrur  /omeinftru&ion:  It  is  not 
words  that  (hakes  me  thus  f  pHh  jh<.  t  ares  and  lips|is'y)oHible?- 
confelTe  ?  handkerchiete  >  Q  dev  ill.  Y'alles  in  a  ifame. 

Jag*  Workeon  m  /m  '6  cii  credulous  tobies- afci 

caughr,and  many  woftfiy  &  cl  1  ^  \  us  ''a  ;1  guiklefs) 

mtetreproch:  Whach<  my  t<    l3  >  Othello^ — how 

now  Cajfio  ? 

Caf-  Whats  the  matter^ 
Jag-  My  Lord  isfahieinto  an  Epilepiv> 
This  is  his  fecond  fit  he  had  one  yefterday. 
Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 
lag-  no  forbade. 
The  Lethargie  rr     have  quiet  courfe, 
If  not  he  foam  *  at  mouth  and  by  and  by 
Breakes  our  o  ravage  madnefie :  look  he  ftarres : 
Doe  you  h  ithdrawyour  felfe~a  little  while, 
He  will  -cover  ftraight  5  when  he  h  gon, 
I  woul  -.on  great  occafion  fpake  with  you. 
How  i  it  Generall  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  ? 
Oth.  Dofr  mock  me?  EtftfCiflio. 
Jag.  I  mockeyou  no  by  heaven, 
Would  you  would  beare  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 
Oih*  A  horned  man's  a  monfter5and  a  beaft.  . 
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lag*  There's  many  a  beaft  then  in  a  populous  City* 
And  many  a  ciuill  monfter. 

Or/?.  Did  he  confetti  ? 

lag*  Good  fir  be  a  man, 
TUink  ever  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  yoakvl, 
May  draw  with  you,  there's  millions  now  alive, 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  improper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  fweare  peculior :  your  cafe  is  better  : 

0  this  the  fpite  or  hell,  the  fiends  arch  mockc, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Couch, 

And  to  fup  pofe  her  chafte :  No,  let  not  mc  know, 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  fhe  (hall  be. 

Oth*  O  thou  art  wife,  tis  certaine. 

lag*  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 
Confine  your  lelfe  but  in  a  patient  lift : 
Whilftyou  were  hcreorewhclmed  with  your  griefe, 
( A  paflion  mod  unfitting  fuch  a  man,) 
CaJJio  came  hither,  I  ftnft  him  away , 
And  layed  good  fcufe  upon  your  extafy  ; 
Bad  him  anon  retire,  and  her  fpeake  with  mc, 
The  which  he  promh'd  ;  But  incave  your  felfe, 
And  ma i  kt  the  geeres,  the  gibes,  and  notable fcornts, 
That  dwell  in  tvery  region  of  his  face  5 
F*  r  I  will  make  him  tell  the  rale  anew* 
\Yh<re,  how.,  hoWj  oft,  bow  loug  agoe,  and  when* 
He  has  and  is  againe  to  cope  your  wife : 

1  fay,  but  mai kf  hio  jeafture,  mary  patience, 
Or  1  mall  fa\ ,  yt,u  are  all  in  all,  in  fplcene, 
And  nothing  of  a  man, 

Oth*  Dof*  thou  fuare  logo,  ■* 
I  will  bt  rcurd  mod  cunning  in  my  patience  j 
But  doft  fhou  heart?  moft  bloody. 

lag.  Th  t*s  not. amine; 
But  keep  r  r  e  in  all  will  you  withdraw? 
Now  wiF  !  ^utftion  Caffio  of  Bianca  > 
A  bn/wife,  hat  by  felling  her  defirei, 
Buyes  hef  felfe  bread  and  cloathes 
That  4otc?  on  Caflio  $  as  tis  the  ftumpeu  plague. 
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To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one :  Etiter  Caf 

He,when  he  hearts  of  her,  cannot  refraine. 

From  the  exefle  of  laughter :  here  he  comes 

As  he  fhall  (mile  Othell*  (hail  goe  mad, 

And  his  unbookifh  jealoufie  muft  confter 

Poore  Caffivs  fmtles,  geflut  es,  and  light  behaviour,. 

Quite  in  the  wrong  ;  How  do  you  now  Leiujcnanr,  ? 

Caf  The  vvorfe  that  you  give  me  the,  addition,, 
VVhofe  want  even  kills  me. 

lag.  Ply  Df  jdcmmo  well,  and  you  are  furc  on't? 
Now,  if  this  iuite  lay  in  B Uveas  power, 
How  quickly  Ihould  you  Ipeed. 

CaJ  Alas  poore  cative.  * 

Oth.  Looke  how  he  laughes  already,; 

lag  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  (b, 

CaJ.  Alas  poore  rogne,  I  thinke  indeed  flic  loves  rac* 

Oth.  Now  he  denies  itfaintly,and  laughes  it  out. 

lag.  Doe  you  havcCaJfto  ? 

Oth.  Now  he  in  portunes  him  tp  tell  it  out. 
€oeto,v/ell  faid, 

Jag.  She  gives  it,  out  that;  you  (hall  marry  her, 
Doe  you  intend  it? 

Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha « 

Oth.  Doe  you  triumph  Roman ,  doey  ou  triumph  > 

Caf.  I  many  her  >  what  >  a  Cuftomer ; 
I  prcthee  beare  Tome  charity  to  my  wit* 
Doe  not  thinke  it  fo  unwholfome :  ha,  ha,ha« 

Qth.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  they  laugh  that  wines. 

Bia.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  (hall  merry  her, 

Caf  Prethee  fay  true. 

lag.  I  am  a  very  villaine  elfe.  . 

Oth.  Ha  you  fcoar'd  me?  well, 
Caf  This  is  the  monjcies  own  giving  out;  flic  is  pcrfwadc^  I  wil  ■  -.; 
many  her.  out  of  her  own  love  &  flattery  ^iot  out  qf  my  promife  , 

Oth.  I  ago  beckons  me,  now  he  begins  the  ftpry . 

Caf  She  was  heer  even  now,  (he  haunts  me  in  every  Place,! 
was  tothcr  day  talking  on  the  feabankc  with certaine  Vinet\m. 
and  thehher  comes  this  bauble!  fels  s»e  thus  about  my  nccke. 

Oth< 
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Oth.  Crying, O  deare  Cajfw,  as  it  were  :  his  geftu  re  imports  ic 

Caf.  So  hang?,and  jolls,and  weepesupon  mejfo  hals  and  puis 
me,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  (he  pluckt  him  to  my  Chamber ; 
I  fee  that  nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  (hall  throw't  to- 

Caf.  Well, I  muft  leave  her  company :  Enter  Bianca. 

Before  me,  look  where  (he  comes, 

Ti*  fuch  another  Fitchew  ;  marry  a  perfum'd  one  :  What  do  you 
mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

BUn.  Let  the  deviil  and  his  dam  haunt you:what  did  you  mean 
by  that  fame  handkerchiefe  you  gave  mee  even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine 
foole  to  take  it  ;1  muft  take  out  the  work,a  likely  peece  of  work, 
that  you  mould  find  it  in  your  chamber,and  not  know  who  left  ic 
there:  this  is  feme  minxes  token,  and  1  muft  take  out  khc  we*rke ; 
there  give  it  the  hobby  horfciwherefocver  you  had  it,Ifc  take  out 
no  worke  on*c. 

Caf  How  now  my  fweet  #M»ir4,how  now,  how  now  > 

Oth.  By  heaven  that  mould  be  myhandkerchife. 

Bia-  An  you'll  come  to  fupper  to  night,you  tfiayj  an  you  will 
not  come  when  you  arc  next  prcparM  tor, 

lag.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf  I  muft  fhetl  railc  i'the  ftreet  elfc, 
log.  You  fup  there. 

Caf*  Yes  I  intend  fo# 

Jag*  Wei  J,I  may  chance  to  fee  you, for  I  wouM  very  fain  (peak 
with  you. 

Caf.  Pre  the  come,  will  you  > 

lag.  Goe  to  fay  no  more.  £*'>  Caflio, 

Oth.  How  (hall  I  murder tnmUgo? 

lag.  Did  you  perceive,  how  he  laughed  at  his  uke  > 

Oth.  Olago. 

lag*  And  did  you  fee  the  handkerchiefe  > 

Oth-  Was  that  mine  > 
I  would  have  him  nine  yeares  a  killing;  a  fine  woman,  a  fair e 
worn  an,  a  fweet  woman. 

Jag.  Nay,  you  muft  forget  that 

Oth.  And  let  her  rot  and  perifh,  8c  be  daimVd  to  night,  for  fliee 
'  (hall  not  live:no,my  heart.ia  turn*d  to  a  (lone;  1  ftrik  it,  8c  it  hurts 

I  t  mj 
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my  ha nd.O  the  world  has  not  a  Tweeter  creature,{he  might  lie  by 
tu  Emperours  fide,  and  command  him  taskes* 
Jag.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her,!  doe  not  fay  what  (he  is :  So  delicate  with  her 
ncedle5an  admirable  mirfitian  ;0  fhe  will  fing  the  favagenefleout 
of  a  Beare ;  of  fo  hye  and  plenteons  wit  and  invention. 

Jag.  Shee's  the  worfe  tor  all  this. 

Oth.  A  thoufand  thoufand  timesrand  then  of  ib  gentle  a  con- 
dition, 

lag .  I,  too  gentle. 

Oth.  Nay  that's  certain, but  yet  the  pkty  of  it  lago^oh  the  pitty. 
Iag.lt  you  be  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity,give  her  patent  to  offend 
for  if  it  touches  not  you,  it  comes  neere  no  body. 

Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  meflts, —  cuckold  me  ! 

Jag.  O,  'tis  foule  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  Officer. 

lag.  That's  fouler, 

Or^.Cctmefomcpoifon  J^this  night  tie  not  expoftuhte 
with  her,left  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide  my  minde  agcn,this 

night  Iago. 

Jag.  Vo  it  not  withpoiibm  ftranglenereinherbed,  even  the 
bed  (he  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good  good,  the  jftflice  of  it  pleafes,  very  good. 

Jag.  And  for  Cajfio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker  :  you  (hall  heare 
more  by  m idnight  -A  Trumpet. 

Enter  Lodouico,  Defdemona,  /wd  Attendants + 

Oth.  Excecllent  good  ; 
What  Trumpet  is  that  fame  > 

Jag.  Some  thing  from  Venice  furc  'tis  Z*devico 
Come  from  the  Duke,and  fee,  your  wife  is  wUh  him. 

Lod.  Save  you  worthy  General!. 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart  fir. 

ImhL  The  t>ukc  and  Senators  of  Venice  greet  you.' 

Oth.  I  kifle  the  inftrument  of  their  pleaf  ures. 

Def.  And  what's  the  newes  good  coufen  Lodevic*  f 

Jag.  1  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  Seignior : 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 
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Lod.  I  thanke  you,  how  docs  Leivtenant  Caft*  > 


D(j •  Coufen,  there's  falne  between  him  and  my  Lord, 
An  unkind  breach,  but  you  (hall  make  all  well  • 
Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Def.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  This  faile  you  not  to  doe,  as  you  will. — 

Lod.  He  did  not  call,  hee's  bufiein  the  paper ; 
Is  there  Divifion  twixt  my  Lord  and  Caffio  r 

&ef.  A  rooft  unhappy  one,  I  would  doe  much 
To  attone  them,  for  the  love  I  beare  to  Caffio* 

Oth*  Fire  and  Brimftone. 

Def  My  Lord. 

Oth*  Arc  you  wife? 

T>if.  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  letter  mov'd  him  ; 
For  as  I  thinke,  they  doe  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Caffio  in  his  governement. 

Def  Trulk  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth.  Indeed. 

Def.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad . 
Def  How  fweet  Othello  ? 
Oth.  Devill. 

Def.  I  have  not  defer v'd  this. 
r  Lod*  My  Lord,this  would  not  be  belcev'c!*  n  Venm* 
Tho  I  (hould  fweare  I  faw't :  tis  very  much, 
Make  her  amends  me  weepes . 

Oth.  O  Devill,  Devill, 
If  that  the  earth  could  teeme  with  womenf  team, 
Each  drop  (he  falls,  would  prove  a  Crocadile  : 
Out  of  my  fight. 

Def*  1  will  not  ftay  to  offend  you. 

Lod.  Truly  an  obedient  Lady  ; 
I  doe  befeech  your  Loxdfliip,  call  her  backe. 

Oth.  Miftraffe. 

DeJ.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her  fir  > 
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Lod.  Who,  I  my  Lord  > 

Osb.  I,  you  did  wifti  that  I  weald  makerher turne : 

Sir  Ihe  can  turne,  and  turne,  and  yergoe  on, 
And  turne  againe,  and  (he  can  weepe  hr,  weepe 
And  (he  is  obedient,  as  you  fay  obedient. 
Very  obedient  proceed  you  in  your  tea  res, 
Concerning  this  fir  :  O  well  painted  paflion  : 
I  am  commanded  home :  —  get  you  a  way, 
11c  fend  for  you  auone :  —  -  Sir,  I  obey  the  mahdat, 
And  will  returne  to  V ?mce  :  •--  hence,  avant, 
Caffio  ftiall  have  my  place ,  and  fir  tonight 
I  doe  intreat  that  we  may  fup  together, 

You  are  welcome  fir  to  Cjp  w,-  go  a  tet  and  monkies*     *  Exit. 

Ldd.  Is  this  the  noble  Moore,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fufficient?  This  the  noble  nature, 
Whom  pafljon  could  not  make  >  Whofe  folid  vertue, 
The  (hot  of  accident,  nor  darcof  ch  ^nce 
Could  neither  graze  nor  peirce  > 

Jag.  He  is  much  changed. 

Lod.  Are  his  wits  Tate  f  is  he  not  light  of  briinc  > 

fag.  He's  that  he  is,  I  may  not  breath  my  cenfure, 
What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might,  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were. 

Lod*  What  ftrike  hi*  wife. 

Jag.  Faith  that  was  not  fo  well  •>  yet  would  I  knew 
Tfcat  ttrocke  would  prove  the  worft. 

Lod.  Iti$Jiisufe> 
Or  did  the  letters  worke  upon  his  blood, 
And  new  create  this  fault  r 

lag,  Alas,alas~$ 
U  is  not  honeftyin-sne  to  fpeake 
What  1  have  feene  and  knowne;  you  (hall  tfbferve 
And  his  owne  courfes  will  denote  him  fo, 
That  J  may  fave  my  fpeech  :  doe  but  goe  after  him , 
And  marke  how  he  continves. 

Led.  I  am  forry  that  I  arivdeceiv'd  in  him.  ExeHttt. 
Enter  Othello  andEanWh. 

Oth.  Ycu  have  feene  nothing  then. 

Em. 
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Em.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufpett* 
Oth.  Yes,  and  you  have  ktntCaffla  and  (lie  together 
Em.  ButthenIfawnoharme,andthcnIheard 
Each  tillable  that  breath  made  up  betweeneVn, 
Oth.  What,  did  they  never  whifper  / 
Em.  Never  my  Lord. 
Oth.  Never  fend  you  out  ©'the  way  ? 
Em.  Never . 

Oth.  to  fetch  her  fan,  her  mask,  hier  glov's.  nor  nothings 
Em.  Neverj  my  Lord* 
Oth.  that's  ftrange. 

Em.  Id  urft  my  Lord,  tQ  wager  (he  is  b  oneft, 
Lay  down  my  foule  at  ftakc  :  if  you  thinke  other, 
Remoucyour  thought,it  doth  abu/e  your  bofome,- 
li  any  wreatch  ha  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heaven  require  it  with  the  Serpents  curfe. 
For  if  (lie  be  not  honeft,  chaft,  and  true, « 
There'ano  man  happy,  the pureft  ot  their  wivesj 
Is  foule  as  flander.  Exit  Emillia,  - 

Ofh.  Bid  her  come,hither3  goej 
She  fayes  enough,  5yct  flic's  a  limplc  bawde, ; 
That  cannoc  fay  as  much  :  this  is  a  fubtle  whore,  • 
A  clofet,locke  and  key, of  villainous  fecrets, 
Andyctftice,I kn#eleandpray,Iha  fecnehei  do'c 

Enter  De  (demon  a  and  Emillia,  - 

Dep.  My  Lord,whaf.  isi  your  will  ? 

Oth.  Pray  chucke  come  hither. 

Dep.  Wharisyonr  pkafure? 

Oth.  Let  me  fee  your  eyes — looke  m  my  face 

Dep:  What  horrible  fancy  *fc  this  > 

Oth.  Sonne  of  your  function  Miftrine,, 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  frat  thedore, 
CofFe,  or  cry  hem.  tf  any  body  come, 
Your  miftery,  your  miftery ;  nay  difpatclu  1 

Def.  Vpon  my  kneefe,  What  does  your  fpeech  import  t 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth..  Whyjirtro  art  thou  i 
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Dcf  Your  wife  my  Lo.  d,  your  true  and  loyall  wife. 

OtL  Come,  fweareit,  dam  thy  felfe. 
Left  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devills  themfelue.8 
Should  fear  to  ceafe  thee, therefore  be  double damb'd ; 
Sware  thou  art  honeft. 

Def.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it, 

Otlu  Heaven  truly  knowes^  that  tiiou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

VeftTo  whom  my  Lord,  with  whom  /  liow  am  I  falfe  > 

Oth.  O  De [demons  zwiy  5away.  away, 

Def.  Alas  the  heavenly  day,  why  do  you  weepe  > 
Ami  the  occafion  of  thole  tea  res  my  Lord? 
If  haply  you  my  father  doe  fufptft, 
An  inftrument  of  this  y  out  calling  backe, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me  •  if  you  have  Ion1  him, 
Why  I  have  loft  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 
To  try  me  with  afli&ion,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  fores,  and  ftiames  no  my  bare  head, 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty,  to  the  very  lips, 
Give  to  captivity,  me  and  my  hopes 
I  mould  have  found  in  fomc  part  of  my  fouie  < 
A  drop  of  patience ;  but  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  fo r  the  time  of  fcorne, 

To  point  nis  flow  unmoving  finger  at  oh,  oh, 

Yet  could  I  beave  thattoo,  well  very  well. 

But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  heart._ 

Where  either  I  muft  live,  or  beare  no  life, 

The  foundation  from  the  which  my  currant  runnes, 

Or  elfe  dryes  up,  to  be  difcarded  thence, 

Or  keepe  it  as  a  ccftcrne,  for  foul  Taoder 

To  knot  and  gender  in  turnethy  complexion  there,. 

Patience  thy  young  and  rof-lip'd  Cherubin, 

I  here  looke  grim  as  Hel\ 

,  Def  I  hope  my  noble  Lord  efteemes  me  hont#. 
Oth.  O  I,  as  fiinimers  flies  are  in  the  fhampies, 
T  hat  quicken  even  with  blowing  : 
O  thou  black  weede,  why  art  fo  lovely  faire> 
Thou i^rft  fo  fwcete,  that  she  fence  akes  at  thee* 

Would. 
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Would  thou  ha  Jit  ne're  bin  borne 

Def  Alas,  what  ignv)randtnne  have  I  committed  > 

Oth  Was  this  faire  paper,this  moft  goodly  booke, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  >— -What  committed  > 
Committed:  Oh  thou  publikc  Commoner > 
I  mould  make  very  forges  of  uiy  cheekes^ 
That  wculd  to  cinders  burne  up  modeftie. 
Did  I  but  fpeake  thy  deeds :  what  cemmittad  > 
Heaven  flops  the  nofe  at  it,and  the  Moone  winkes  \ 
Tht  bawdy  wind  that  kiflcs  all  it  meets, 
Is  hufht  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear't what  torn  mitted,-- -impudent  {trumpet, 

Def  By  heaven  you  doe  me  wrong. 

Oth.  Are  not  you  a  ftrumpet  > 

Def  Ko3  as  I  am  a  Chriftian: 
If  to  preicrve  this  veflell  for  my  Lord, 
From  any  other  foule  unlawfull  touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  fkrumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oth.  Whatj  not  a  whore  > 

Def.  No,  as  I  (hall  be  fayed. 

Oth.  1ft  pofllble  > 

Dtef  O  heaven  forgive  usi 

Oth.  I  cry  you  mar cy  then, 
I  tooke  you  for  the  cunning  whore  ofFewce,        Enter  Efiulli* 
That  married  with  Othello :  You  miftrifie, 
That  have  the  office  oppofiteto  S.  Peter , 
And  keepes  the  gate*  in  hel! ;  you,  you,  I,you  5 
We  ha  done  our  courfe  ;  there's  money  for  ycur  paines, 
I  pray  you  turne  the  key,  and  keepc  our  counfell    Exit  * 

Em.  Alaa,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive : 
How  doe  you  Madam  ?  ho  w  doe  you  my  good  Lady  t 

Def  Faithhalfeafleepe. 

Er.%.  Good  Madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  Lord  > 
Def  With  who  > 

Em.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Macjam. 

Def  Who:s  thy  Lord? 

Em.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 

Def  1  ha  none, doe  not  talke  to  me  Emilli^ 
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I  cannot  wcepe,  noranfwer  have  I  none, 
But  what  fhould  goe  by  water :  prethee  to  night  • 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  iheete,  remember  , 
And  call  thy  hnsband  hither.  . 

Em.  Htxeis  a  change  indeed.  Exit' 

Def  Tinneet  1  mould  be  ufed  fo,ve-y  meet, 
How  have  ( bin  behav'd,  that  he  might  fticke 
The  fmairft  opinion  on  my  lean  mifufe  Enter  Iago 

lag.  What  is  your  pleafure  Midam.  WEmillia-* 
How  frl  with  you  > 

Def  1  cannot  tell:  thofe  that  doe  teach  young  babes, 
Doe  it  With  gentle  meanes,  and  eafie  ta* kes  \ 
He  might  ha  chid  me  fo5  for  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  chiide  to  chiding. 
lag.  What  is  the  matter  Lady  X 

Em.  Alas  Iagd)  my  Lord,hath  fo  bewhor'd  her, 
Throwne  fuch  defpite,  and  heavy  tearmcs  upon  hcr9 
As  true  hearts  cannot  beare. 

Def.  Am  I  that  name  Jaga. 

Jag.  What  name  fa  ire  Lady  ? 

Def  Shch  as  (he  fayes  my  Lord  did  fay  I  was.- 

Em »  He  calPd  her  whore  5  a  beggcr  in  his  drinke- 
Could  not  have  lajcd  fuch  tearmes  upon  his  Calleu 

lag*  Why  did  he  fq 

Def  I  doe  not  know,  I  am  fm;e  I  am  none  fuch. 

lag.  Doe  not  wcepe,  doe  not  weepe :  alas  the  day. 

Em.  Has  (he  forfooke  fo  miny  noble  matches, 
Her  Father,  and  her  Country  and  her  Friends, 
To  be  cald  whore  >  would  it  nop  make  onewcepe? 

Def  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

lag.  Befhrew  him  for  it :  how  comes,  this- triike  upon  him  > 

Def  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Em,  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  fome  eternall  villain e, 
Some  bufie  and  infinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging,  counning  (lave,  to  get  fome  office, 
Have  not  devifed  this  (lander,  He  be  hang'd  elfe. 

lag.  Fie  there  is  no  (iich  man  it  Is  impoflible* 

Vlf  If  any  fuch  dure  are  heavea  paxdon  hi% 
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Em.  A  halter  pardon  him,  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones  : 
Why  mould  he  call  her  whore  >  who  keepes  her  company  t 
What  place  what  time,  what  forme,  what  liklihood  ? 
The  moore's  abns'd  by  fome  moft  villanous  knave  9 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcuruy  fellow  s, 

0  heaven,  that  fuch  companions  (houldft  unfold)  J 
And  put  in  every  honed  hand  a  whif, 

To  lath  the  rafcall,  naked  through  the  world, 
Even  from  the  eaft  to\h  weft. 

fag.  Speake  within  dores. 

£w.  O  fie  upon  him  ;  fome  fuch  fquire  he  war, 
That  turnd  your  wit,  the  feamy  fide  without, 
And  made  you  to  fufpett  me  with  the  Moore* 

fag.  You  are  a  fcole,goe  to. 

Def.  O  good  lago, 
What  (hall  I  doe  to  win  my  Lord  againe  ? 
Good  friend  goe  to  him,  for  by  this  light  of  heaven, 

1  know  not  how  I  loft  him. 
Here  J  kneele : 

If  ere  my  will  did  trefpafle  'gainft  his  love, 
Either  in  difcourfe,or  thought,  or  a£tuall deed, 
O  that  mine  *y«,  mine  eares,  or  any  fence, 
D  -  lighted  them  in  any  other  forme  5 
0    ha  i  I  doe  nor  yct,and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will  ( though  he  doe  make  me  off 
To  beggerly  devorcement, )  love  him  dearcfy  : 
Comfort  for  fware  me  unkindneflc  may  doe  much, 
And  u  5  unkindne' ie  may  defeate  my  life, 
Eut  nt  v  cr  taint  my  love\  I  can  not  fay  whore, 
Icdoth  abhore  me,  now  I  fpeake  the  word, 
Ta  coe  the  a  ft,  that  might  th'addition  earne, 
Not  the  worlds  mafle  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

lag.  I  pray  you  becontcnt,  tis  but  his  humour, 
The  buGnefic  of  the  State  dots  him  offence, 
And  he  docs  chide  with  you, 

DeJ.  Ift'warc  no  other. 

lag.  Tis  but  fo,  I  warrant  you :  . 
Harltc  how  thefe  :nftruments  fummon  you  to  fuppcr, 
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The  meate,  great  MeiTengers  of  Venice  ftay  5 
Goe  inrand  weepe  not,  all  things  (ball  be  will.         Ixh  women. 
How  now  Roderigo  \  Unter  Roderigo 

Rod.  I  doe  nottinde  tivat  thou  dealft  juftly  with  me, 
lag.  What  in  the  contrary  > 
Every  day  thou  dontft  me,whh  fomc  devife  I  ago  %  and  rather, , 
as  it  feerrnrs  to  me  now,  kce'pft  from  me  all  convcnitncy  ,thcn  fup- 
plieft  mc  with  the  leaft  aduahtag  o\ hope :  I  will  indeed  no  longer 
indureit,  nor  am  I  yet  pcrfwaded  to  put  up  in  peace,  what  alredy 
I  have 

lag.  Will  you  heareme  Roderigo  f 

Rod.  Sir,  1  have  heard  too  mutch, 
For  your  words  and  performance, 
Are  no  kin  together. 

lag.  You  charge  me  moft  un  i uitly . 

Rod.  With  ncH^th  buttrueth:  [have  waited  my  felfe  ont  of 
nieanes ;  the  jewels  you  have  had  from  mc,  to  dt liuer  to  Defdemona,  * 
wonld  halfe  have  corrupted  a  Votarift  :  you  have  told  me  (lie  has 
receiu\t-m,  and  return *J  me  cxpe&ation,8c  comforst,  of  fuddain 
refpeft  and  acquintance ,  but  I  find  none. 

lag.  Well,  goe  to,  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well,  goe  to,  I  can  not  go  to^nan^nort'is  not  very 
well  5 1  fay  t'i*  very  feunry,and  begin  to  tinde  my  felfe  fopt  in  it. 
lag.Vtry  well. 

Rod.  1  fay  it  is  not  very  well :  I  will  make  my  felfe  known  to 
Defdemona  5  if  (he  will  rerurnc  me  my  Jewels,  1  will  give  over  my 
fuite,  and  rep*nt  my  unlawuui  follicitauon,  if  not,  allure  your 
felfe,Ile  feeke  fatisfa&ion  of  you. 

lag.  You  have  faid  now. 

ft^:.r,andfaid  nothing,but  what  Tproteft  entendmentof 
doing. 

lag.  Why  now  I  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee,and  even  from  this 
in  bin  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  then  ever  before  ; 
give  m«  thy  hande  Rodertgo :  Thou  haft  taken  againft  mee  a  moft 
juft  conception^  but  yet  1  proteft,I  have  dealt  moft  directly  in 
thy  affaire. 

Rod.  ic  hath  not  appeared. 

lag.  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  nqc  appear'd,&  y oqr  fufpition  U  not. 

with* 
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without  witte  and  judgement ;  But  Roderign^xt  thou  haft  that  with- 
in thee  indeed,  which  I  have  greater  rcafon  to  beleere  now,  then 
ever,  I  nie*ne,  purpofe,  courage,  and  valour  ,thh  night  (hew  it  5  if 
tbou  the  next  night  following  enioyeft  not  Vefdemona%  take  vofi 
f  rom  this  wotld  with  treachery,  and  devife  engines  from  my  lHe. 

Bod*  Well,  is  it  within  reufon  and  compafTc  > 

lag.  Sir,there  is  efpeciall  commiffon  come  from  Vtnke% 
To  depute  Cajfio,  in  Othello's  Place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  >  why  then  OthiKo  and  Defdeptona> 
Returne  againe  to  Venice. 

lug.  O  no,he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  takes  away  with  him 
The  taire  Defdc7no;:j>unU(feh]$  abode  be  lingr'd 
Here  by  fome  accident,  wherein  none  can  be  fo  determinate, 
As  theremouing  of  Csjfie, 

Rod.  How  doe  you  meane  remouing  of  him  > 

lag.  Why,  by  making  himuncapable  of  Othello's  place, 
Knocking  out  his  bi  aines. 

Rod  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  doe 

Jag'  I^and  if  you  dare  doe  your  felfe  a  profit  and  right  jhe  flips 
to  night  with  a  ha;  lorry. <k  fthither  will  Igoe  to  him— heknow^s 
not  yet  of  his  honourable  fortune  :  if  you  will  watch  his  going 
t  henc  which  I  wil  faftion  tofal  out  between  twelve  &  one3you  may 
take  him  at  your  plealu.  e:/  wil  be  neer  to  fecond\our  aitembt,&£ 
hefhallfall  betwecne  us:  come,  /land  not  amaz'd  atitbutgoe 
along  with  me,l  will  ihew  you  fuch  a  necefsity  in  his  death, that 
you  mall  think  your  felfe  bound  to  put  it  on  him.  h  is  now  high 
fupper  time,  and  the  night  growes  to  waft:  about  it. 

Rfld>  1  wi  II  heare  further  reafon  for  this. 

Jag,  And  you  (hall  b-fatisficd.  TLx*unt. 

Yjnter  Othello,  Dcfdemona,  Lodoaico,  EmiHia. 
and  Attendants. 

IjoS..  I  dee  befeech  you  fir,  trouble  your  felfe  no  further, 
Oth.  O  pardon  me,  h  ilia  11  doe  me  good  to  w.alke. 
J,od  Madam3  good  night,  I  humbly  thauke  your  LacafLip  * 
Def.  Your  Honour  is  moft  Wellcome. 

Oth.  Will  you  walke  fir :  O  Dcfdcvn&?#>  ■ 

K.J  Def 


7«6        The  Tragedy  ofOthello 

Def  My  Lord. 

Oth.  Get  you  to  bed  o\he  inftantj  will  be  return'd/orthwich 
d'Upatch  ycur  Attendant  there,--lookc  it  be  done.  EXenm. 
Def  I  will  my  Lord. 

Em.  How  goes  it  now  >  he  lookes  gentler  then  he  did. 

Def  Hefaies  he  will  retume  incontinent : 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  goe  to  bed, 
And  bade  me  to  difmUJeyou. 

Em.  DhmiiTe  me  ? 

Def •  It  was  his  bidding,  therefore  good EmiUUy 
Give  me  my  nightly  wear/inland  adieu, 
We  mu  [\  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

Em*  Would  you  had  never  ieene  him. 

Def  So  would  not  I,  my  love  doth  Co  approve  him. 
That  even  his  ttubbornenefle^his  checks  and  trowne  * 
(  Pi  ethee  unpin  mc)  have  grace  and  favour  In  ihen> 

Em   I  have  laid  thofe  fheets  you  bad  me  on  the  bed 

D  ef  All's  onc,good  father  ;  how  foolim  are  our  minds , 
1  f  idoe  die  before  chee,prethee  ihrowd  me 
In  one  of  thofe  fame  lheets. 

Erne.  Come,  come,  you  talke. 

Def  My  mother  had  a  maid  calFd  B  arbary9 
She  was  in  love,and  he  me  lov'd  prov'd  mad, 
And  did  forfake  her,(he  had  a  fong  of  willow, 
An  old  thing  t'was3but  it  exprefther  fortune, 
And  (he  died  ringing  it,  that  fong  to  night 
Will  not  goc  from  my  mind  : 
I  have  much  to  doe ; 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide,and  fing  it  like  poor  2?*r- 
bary ;  prethee  dispatch. 

Em.  Shall  I  goe  fetch  your  night-gowne  $ 

De  f  No  unpin  me  here. 
This  Lodowco  is  a  proper  man. 

Em.  A  very  handfome  man. 

Def  Hefpeakeswell. 

Em.  I  know  a  Lady  in  Venice,  would  have  walk'd  barefoot  to 
Faleftiiiff,  fore  a  touch  of  his  neither  lip. 


Def- 
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Defdemona  Jinges. 
The  poore  fo.de Jate  fmghing  by  a  ftcamonr  tTc^ 

fixg  all  a  green  willow. 
Tier  hand  on  her  bo  fame,  her  head  on  her  k»ecy 

fingwiUow  willow^  willow : 
The  frejh  fireames  ran  by  her  and  mnrmerd  her  moanes) 
f»g  wrUow^wiBow^  willow  ; 
Her  fait  te  ares  fell  from  her  which  foftned  the  Jiones 
pngwtllow  &c%     (  Lay  by  theft. ) 
7  How,  wtllow. 
r  J  a  hec  hie  thecchee'l  come  anon.  ) 

Si  ng  a  11  a  greene  willow  muft  be  my  garland, 

Let  m  body  blame  him^  his  fcorne  I  approve 
(  N  ay  that's  not  next :  harke,  who's  that  knocks  > 
Em.  Tvuthcwinde. 

Def.  I  calCdmy  love  faLfe^bnt  what  faidhe  then? 

fwg  willow  fvillow  willow 9 

If  I  court  mo  VDomtnyoule  couch  with  mo  men* 
So,get  thee  gen,  good  night,  mine  eyes  doe  itch, 
Does  that  boade  weeping  > 

Em.  Tis  neither  here  nor  there » 

Def  I  have  heard  it  faid To  ;  O  thefe  men^thefe  men  : 
Doii  ihou  in  confeience  thinke  ( tell  me  Emi'llia^  ) 
That  there  be  women  doe  abufe  iheir  husbands 
In  nich  grofle  kindes  > 

Em.  There  be  fome  fuch  no  queftion. 

De  f.  Wouldft  thou  doe  fuch  a  thing.,  for  all  the  world  > 

Em.  Why  would  not  you  > 

Def  No  by  this  heavenly  light. 

Em  Nor  I  neither^by  this  heavenly  light* 
1  might  as  well  doe  it  in  the  darke, 

Def.  Wouldft  thou  doe  fuch  a  deed,  for  all  the  world  > 

Em.  The  world  is  a  huge  thing  it  is  a  great  price, 
Fc  afrnallvicc. 

Def  In  troth  1  thinke  thou  wouldft  not. 

E m.  fa  troth  1  thinke  I  moulded  undone  when  1  had  done 
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ftxary  I  would  not  doe  fuch  a  thing  for  a  joynt-ring,  or  tor  meau 

fures  of  Latvn,nor  for  Gowns,Petticotes,or  Cap?,nor  any  petty 
exhibition ;  but  rbr  the  whole  world :  why  who  would  not  make 
her  husband  a  Cuckold  to  make  him  a  Monarch? IJhould  veuturt 
purgatary  for  it. 

Def  Rsifcrew  me>if  1  would  dde  fuch  wrong 
For  the  w  hole  world. 

Em.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'th  vrorld^  &  having  the 
world  for  your  labour,  tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you 
might  quickly  make  it  wright. 

JDef.  I  doe  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

Em.  Yes,  a  dozen,  and  as  many  to  the  vantage,as  would  (lore 
the  world  they  pkyed  for. 
But  1  doe  think e  it  is  their  husbands  faults,] 
If  wives  doe  fail  (  fay  that  they  flack  their  duties, 
And  potier  our  trcafurs  into  foreigne  laps. 
Or  elfe  breake  out  in  peevifti  jealouiies, 
Throwing  rcftraint  upon  us;  or  fey  they  ftrike  us, 
Orfcant  our  former  having  in  defpight, ) 
Why  we  have  gaiks,  and  though  we  hava  fcme  grace? 
Yet  have  we  fpme  revenge  :  Let  husbands  know 
Their  wives  have  fence  like  them  >  they  fee  and  fracll, 
And  have  their  paHais  both  for  fweet  and  fowre, 
As  hugqands  have  :  what  i  >  it  that  they  doe, 
When  they  change  us  for  othe/8  >  is  it  iport  > 
I  thinke  it  is :  and  doth  affection  breed  it  r 
I  thinke  it  doth  5  is'c  frailty  that  thurerres  >  >  r , 

It  is  fo  too  ;  and  have  not  we  affe&iones  i 
Defires  for  (port  ?  and  frailtie  as  men  have  > 
Then  let  cm  ufeus  wei],elfe  let  em  know, 
The  ill  we  doe,their  ills  inftrucl:  us  fo, 

Def.  Good  night,  good  night^heaven  me  fuch  ufo  ftnd, 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,but  by  bad  mend.  Euennt% 

A&us  5.    Scana  i. 

Enter  fago  rfWRodetigo. 

HEre  ftand  behind  this  bulkc,  (trait  will  he  come, 
Weare  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home, 

>  Qutcke 
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Quickcj  quicke,feare  nothing,  lie  be  ac  thy  elbow ; 
h  makes  us ,  or  it  marres  us,  thinke  of  that, ' 
And  fixe  more  firme  thy  rcfolution. 

R§d*  Be  neare  at  hand,  I  majr  mifcarry  m'c, 

lag.  Here  at  thy  hand,  be  bold  and  take  thy  ftand. 

Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed  : 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  fatisfying  roafons ; 
Tis  but  a  man  gon  :  forth  my  (word,  he  dies. 

lag.  I  have  rubd  this  young  Qpat  alinoft  to  the  fenfe, 
And  he  growes  angry,  now  whether  he  kill  CaJJio^ 
Or  Caffio  him,  or  each  doe  kill  the  other 
Every  fray  makes  my  game ;  live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  reftitution  large, 
For  Gold  and  Icwell?  that  I  bobd  from  him, 
As  gifts  to  Vefdemona : 
It  mu ft  not  be,  MCaffio  doc  remain?, 
He  has  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life, 
That  makes  me  ugly :  and  befides,  the  Moore 
May  un-ould  me  to  him  there  jftand  I  in  much  pertilh 
he  uuift  die,  b-Ji  fo,  I  heare  him  coming. 

Enter  Caflio. 

Rod*  I  know  his  gate,  tis  he  ;  villiane  thou  dieft*  V 

Caf.  That  thruft  had  bin  my  enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  coate  is  better  then  thou  know'ft , 
I  will  make  proofe  of  thine. 

Rod.  Q)>  I  am  flaine- 

C  I  am  itaimd  for  ever,  light  ho,  murder, 
Enter  Othello. 

Gth.  The  voice  of  CaJJto^  Jago  kecpes  his  word* 

Rod;  t )  v  \te\nt  that  I  am. 

Oth  •  is  even  fo. 

Caf  v flight,  a  Surgeon.  .... 

is  hej  O  brave  Jago3  honcft  and  iuP, 
Tha  I  iri  fuch  noble  fence  of  thy  friends  wrong, 
The  [cach«ftme  ^--minion,  your'deare  lies  dead, 
A  r  d  y  qu  t  unbleft  fate  hies ;  {trumpet  I  come  5 
Forth  of  my  hearr,  thofc  charmcs  thine  eyes  are  blotted, 
Thy  bed  kft^ftaind,  (hall  with  lufts  blood  be  fpotted.  Exit. 

I  Erter. 
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Enter  Lodouico  and  Gratiano. 

Ca(*  What  ho,  no  watch.,  no  paffage,  murder,  murder. 

Gr,*,  Tis  fome  mifchance,  the  cry  is  very  direfull. 

Cof*  O  helpe.  MS  Harke. 

iW.O  wretched  viilaine. 

Lod.  Two  or  three  grones,  it  is  a  heavy  night  $ 
Thelc  may  be  counterfeits,  it t's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  cry  with  cut  more  helpe. 

K'd.  No  body  come,  then  mall  I  bleed  to  death. 
Enter  Iago  with  a  light. 

Lod.  Harke. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  bis  (hirt,with  lights  and  Weap  ons  ♦ 

Jag*  Who's  there  >  whofe  noy fe  is  this  that  cries  on  murder* 

Lod'  I  doe  not  know. 

/rfg.  Did  not  you  heare  a  cry  > 

Cap.  Here,  here,  for  heavens  fake  helpe  me. 

Jag.  Whats  the  matter  > 

Grot  This  is  Othello's  Antien  t,  a*  I  t'afce  it . 

Rod*  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  Yaliant  fellow. 

lag.  What  are  you  here  tftat  cry  fo  grievoufly  ^ 

Cap.  IagOyO  I  am  fpoird.  undone  by  villa ines, 
Give  me  fome  helpe. 

Jag.  O  me  Leiutenant,  what  villaines  have  don  this  > 

Cap.  I  thinkt  the  one  of  them  is  here  about* 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Jag.  O  treacherous  villaincs; 
What  are  you  there  ?  come  in  and  give  fome  helpe. 

Hod*  O,  helpe  me  here. 

Cap.  That's  one  of  cm. 

lag.  O  murderous  flave,  O  vill  aine.  Thrufts  htm  in. 

Rod.  O  damb'd  Iagoy  O  in  humaine  dog,«  —  o,  o,  o. 
•  Jag.  Kill  men  i'thc  darke  >  where  be  thofe  bloody  theeves  > 
How  iiient  is  this  Townc  ?  Ho,murder5  murder: 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  of  good  or  evill  > 

Lod.  Asyou(hallprooveu$,praifeus# 

lag.  Seignior  Lodovico. 

Lod*  He  fir, 

lag*  I  cry  you  mercy ;  farcY  Gajft*  huxt  by  Vll^& 
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Gra.  Ca/fio* 

lag.  How  is  it  brother? 
Caf.  my  leg  is  cat  in  two. 
lag.  Mary  heaven  forbid : 
Light  Gentlemen,  lie  bind  it  with  my  ftiirt, 

Enter.  Bianca. 
Bia.  What  is  the  matter  ho5  who  j'ft  that  cried  ? 
lag.  who     that  cried  > 

Eta .  O  my  deare  CaJfiotO  ray  fweet  Cafswy  Cafflo^  Caffio . 
lag.  O  notable  ft  mmpet :  Cajfio9  may  you  fufpeft 
Who  they  ft  on  id  be  that  thus  have  mangled  you? 
Caf.  No. 

Cra.  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus,  1  have  been  to  fceke  you. 
lag .  Lend  me  a  garter,  Co ,~ oh  for  a  chaire  to  beare  him  cafily 
hence. 

Bia.  Alas  he  faints ;  O  Caffio^  Caffio^  Caffi$^ 

lag.  GentilemenalljIdoefufpe&thisTrafh 
To  beare  a  part  in  this  injury :  patience  a  while  good  Cafftr, 
Come,  come5lend  me  a  light : 
Know  wee  this  face,  or  no  > 
Alas  my  friend,  and  my  deare  country  man : 
Rodtrtgo  ?  no,  yes  fure  ,yes,  tis  Rederigo. 

Gra  What,  of P<?w*  .? 

Iag.Evcn  he  fir,did  you  know  him  ? 

Gra.  Know  him  ?1. 

lag.  Seignior  Gratiano^  1  cry  you  gentle  pardon : 
Thefe  bloody  accidents  rouft  excufc  my  manners  : 
That  fo  Beglc&ed  you. 

Gra.  Iam  glad  to  fee  you. 

lag.  How  doe  you  Cafio  ?  O,  a  chaire,  a  chaire; 

G*a.  Rodcrigo** 

Jag.  He,  tis  he  :  O  that's  well  faid,  a  chaire*  . 
Some  good  man  beare  him  carefully  frotu  hence, 
Ilefetch  theGeneralls  Surgeon:  for  you  n  rv'tfc, 
Save  you  your  labour,  he  that  Iks  flaine  N&  k  I  Okjjloy ) 
Was  my  deare  friends  what  malice  was  be  "'v    ou  ? 

Caf.  Nonein  the  world,  nor  doe  I  know         \r\  . 

lag.  What,  lookeywpal*  ?  O  beare  him  ojA  Sfftie  aire. 

L  2  Stay 


8  a  the  Moore  0/ Venice. 

Stay  you  good  Gentlewoman,  looke  ycu  pale  miftrifTe  > 

Doe  you  perceive  the  jefhire?  of  her  eye  ? 

Nay*  anyouitirr,  welraJl  have  more  anon  : 

Ikhold  her  well  I-pray  yciiylooke  upon  her, 

Doe  you  fee  gtntie  m,n  ?  nay  guUtinefle 

Will  ipeake  though  tongu  »s  were  out  of  ufe.        Enter  Emi. 

Em  'Las  what's  the  matter  ?  whn's  the  matter  husband  ? 

lag.  Cajfto  has.  here  hfci  fit  on  in  the  darke, 
By  Rider igo:;  and  fello vves  that  are  I  cap't, 
Hee's  almc  ft fiaine,  and RodcrigoA&d. 

Em ,  Alas  good  gentleman^  alas  good  Caffla. 

lag.  This  is  the  fruitc  of  whoring  s  Prethee  Emillia^ 
Goe  know  of  Cajfto  whe«*e  he  fupt  to  night : 
What, doe  you  il.ake  at  that  > 

hia.  He  fupt  at  my  bcute,  but  I  therefore  (hake  not. 

Jag.  O  did  he  fo,  I  charge  you  goe  with  me. 

Em.  Fie  upon  thee  fti  umpct. 

Bia.  J  am  no  lirumper,  but  of  life,  as  honeft,  i 
Ai  you,  that  thus  abufe  me. 

Em.  As  I :  now  fie  upon  thee, 

lag.  Kind  Gentlemen.  1  t's  goe  fee  poore  Cafsio  dreft  \ 
Gome  miftrefle,  yon  mufr  ttfift  another  tale. 
Emillia^  runneyou  to  the  CutadaH, 
And  cell  my  Lord  and  Lady-  what  has  hapt 
Will  you  goe  on  >  I  pray  :  This  is  the  night, 
That  either  makes  me,  or  foredoesmc  o^uite. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello  mth  a  light \and  DeWcmona  m  her  btd. 
0:h.  It  is  thecaufe,it  is  thecaufc,my  foule, 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaft  ftarrcs : 
It  is  th:  caufe,  yet  He  not  (lied  her  bloody 
Nor  fcarre  that.whiter  *kin  of  hers  then  fno  w, 
Ani  i mooth  as  monumental!  alablaftcr  j 
Yet  (he  muft  die,  elie  nWi  betray  more  men, 
Put  out  the  lighr,  an  d  then  put  out  the  light : 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  naming  minifter, 
lean  againe  thy  former  light  rcftore. 
Should  I  repeut  me  ,  but  Grace  put  ounhiftf3 
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Thou  cunnirtgft  patterne  of  excelling  nature, 

I  know  not  where  is  that  promethian  heate, 

That  can  thy  light  relumine :  when  1  have  pluckt  the  rofe  , 

I  c  innot  give  it  vitall  growth  againe, 

It  maft  n^ds  wither  j  lie  frneli  it  on  the  tree  ;        kjfes  her* 

A  balmy  b  eath,  that  doth  alraoftperfwade 

Jul  ice  htr  feife  to  breake  her  fword :  one  more ; 

Be  has  when  thou  arc  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 

And  love  thee  after  :  one  mere,  and  this  the  laft  : 

So  i'weet  was  ne're  fo  fatall :  I  muft  wecpe, 

But  they  are  cruellteares:this  forrow's  heavenly, 

h  ftrikes  where  itd  oeslove  .  (he  wakes. 

Def.  Who's  there  >  Othello  f 

Oth.  l^Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  bed  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  Have  you  prayed  to  night,  De[demona  > 
De  f.  I  nif  Lord. 

Oth.  1 i  you  be  think e  your  fclfe  of  any  crime, 
Vn reconciled  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Solicite  for  it  ftraite. 

Def,  Alas  nv  Lord,  what  doe  you  meane  by  that  ? 

Oth.  WTeli  ,doe  it,  and  be  briefe,  I  will  walke  by, 
I  would  net  kill  thy  unprepared  fpirit, 
Nc,  heave/,  fin re-  fend,  I  would  not  kill  thy  fonle. 

Def.  Talke  you  of  killing? 
.  1,1  doe. 

Def  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on-met 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart . 

Def  If  y  u  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me, 

Oth.  Hum. 

Def  And  yet  I  feare  you,  for  y'are  fatall  thcru 
When  your  eyes  rcule  fo  :  why  1  (hould  feare,  LlfnoW  not, 
Since  guilt ineffe  I  know  not,  but  yet  I  feele  1  feare. 

Oth%  Thinkeone  thy  finnes 

Def  The y  art  loves  to  beare  to  you, 

Oth.  And  for  that  thou  dieft. 

DefTtm  death's  unnarurall,  that  kills  for  loving  5 
Alas,  why  knaw  you  fo  your  nearher  lip : 

L  3  Somc  ' 
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Some  bloody  palfion  (bakes  your  very  frame* 
Thefe  are  portents;  but  yet  Ihope 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 
Oth,  Pact,  and  be  ftill. 
Def.  I  will  fo,  what's  the  matter  > 
Oth.  That  handkerchiefe  which  I  fo  lord  and  gave  thee 
/hou  gaveft  to  Caffio. 

Def.  No,  by  my  life  and  foule. 
lend  for  the  man  and  aske  him. 

Oth.  Sweet  foule  take  heed,  take  heed  of  penury, 
fhou  art  on  thy  death-bed. 
Dsf.  I,  but  not  Jet  to  die. 
Oth.  Yes,prcfently  : 
therefore  confeffe  thee  freely  of  thy  finne^ 
or  to  deny  each  article  with  oath 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choake  the  ftrong  conception 
hat  I  doc  grone  withall :  thou  art  to  die. 
Def  Then  Lord  have  marcy  on  me, 
Oth-  I  fay  amen. 
DeJ.  And  have  you  mercy  too, 
I  never  did  offend  you  in  my  life*— never  loVd  Cajpo, 
But  with  fuch  gentrall  warrenty  of  heaven, 
A$  I  might  love  ,  I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heaven  I  faw  my  handkerchiefe  in  his  hand  i 

0  periur'd  woman,  thou  doft  ftone  my  hearts 
And  makft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  doe, 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  facrifice* 

1  faw  the  handkerchiefe. 

Def.  He  found  it  then, 
I  never  gave  it  him,  fend  for  him  hither, 
Let  him  confeflea  truth. 

Oth.  He  has  confeft. 

Def.  What,  my  Lord  ?  ^ 

Oth.  That  he  hath  — ufdc  thee. 

Def.  How,  unlawfully  > 

Oth-  h  ...  •  • 

Def  He  will  not  fay  fo. 
0/r/>*No,his  mouth  h  ftop'd 
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Honcft  Jago  hath  tanc  order  for't. 

Def.  My  feare  interprets  then,*— what  is  he  dead  ? 

Oth.  Had  all  hishaires  bin  lires, 
My  great,  reveuge  had  ftomacke  for  em  all* 

Def.  Alas  he  is  betrayed,  and  I  undone, 

Oth.  O  ftrumpet,  —  weepeft  thou  for  him  to  my  face  >  • 

Def.  .O  banntth  me  my  Lord, but  kill  me  not, 

Oth.  Downe  (trumpet. 

Def.  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 

Oth.  Nayanyouftrive. 

Def.  Buthaltcanhoure. 

Oth.  Being  done,therc  is  no  paufe, 

Def.  But  while  I  fay  one  prayet.  he  flips  her. 

Oth.  Tistolatct  Enaillia  calles  within. 

Em.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  what  hoe,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  W  feat  voy ce  is  this  ?  not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead  > 
I  that  am  cruell,  am  yet  mcrcifull, 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  paine  $—  fo,fo. 

Em.  What  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  Who's  there? 

Em.  O  good  my  Lord^Fde  fpeakea  word  with  you,* 

Oth.  Yes,  tis  EmiUia,  by  and  by  :  (hee's  dead ; 
Tis  like  (he  comes  to  fpeajfe  of  Caffios  death  y 
The  no)  fe  wa  s  heere  \  ha,  no  more  moving, 
Still  as  the  grave  :  fhall  (he  come  in  ?  wer't  good  ? 
I  think  (he  ftirres  againe ;  no,  what's  the  bed  ? 
If  flic  come  in3  (be'le  fure  fpcake  to  my  wife. 
My  wife,  ray  wife,  what  wife  >  I  ha  no  wife  : 
O  iniiipportable ;  O  heavy  houre. 
Me  thinks  it  fhould  be  now  a  huge  Ecclips 
Of  Sun  and  Moone,  and  that  the  affrighted  Globe* 
Should  yawne  at  alteration. 

Em  I  do  befeech  you  I  may  (peak  with  you,— O  good  my  Lorcr 

Oth.  f  had  forgotten  thee :  co^ne  mEmillia  : 
Soft,byandby  ; let methecurtainesdraw.         Ettter Eixiillix,  . 
Where  art  thou  ?  whats  the  matter  with  thee  now? 

Em.  O  my  good  Lord  yonder's  foule  murder*  done. 

Oth.  What? now? 
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Em*  Bat  now  my  Lord 

Oth  It  is  the  ycry  error  of  the  Moone, 
She  comes  more  neerc  the  earth  then  (lie  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Em.  Cajfio  my  Lord  has  kili'd  a  young'Trw; /»/*, 
CalM  Roderigo. 

Oth  Rederigo  kild,  and  Cajfio  kild  ? 

Em.  No,  Cajfio  is  not  kild, 

Oth.  Not  C*j0/0  kild  >  then  murde,  's  out  of  tune, 
'And  fweet  revenge  growes  harfh . 

Def*  Ofalfly,falfly  murderrd. 

Em.  Alas.  What  cry  is  that  ? 

Oth.  That,  what  ? 

Em*  Out  and  alas,  it  was  my  Ladies  voy.ee. 
Helpc, helpe, hohelpe, O  Lady  Ipeake againe, 
Sweet  Defdemcxa,  O  fweet  miftreffe  fpeake, 
Def.  A  guiltlcfle  death  I  die. 
Em*  O  who  has  done  this  deed? 
Def.  No  body, 1  my  felfe,  farewell  .• 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord,  O  farewell.  fhe  &4es% 

Oth*  Why  howlhould  (he  be  murdered  > 
Em.  Alas,  who  knowes? 
Oth.  You  heard  her  fay,  her  felfe,  it  was  not  I. 
Em.  She  faid  fo,  I  muft  needs  report  a  truth. 
Oth,  She's  like  a  lier  gone  to  burne  in  hell, 
•  TVas  I  that  kild  her. 

Em*  O,  the  more  Angellttie, 
And  you  the  blacker  devill. 

Oth.  SheturnM  to  folly,  and  (he  was  a  whore* 
Em*  Thou  doeft  bely  her  and  thou  art  a  devil  I. 
Cth.  She  was  falfe  as  water. 
Em.  Thou  art  ram  as  fire, 
To  fay  that  me  was  falfe :  O  (he  was  heavenly  true. 

Oth.  Cajfio  did  top  her,  aske  thy  husband  elfe, 
O I  were  dambd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  tr||t  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  thfg  extremity,  thy  husband  Cnew  it  all- 
Em.  My  husband: 

Oth. 


Oth,  Thy  husband, 

Em.  That  (he  watfclfc  to  wedlocks 

Otk  I,  with  Cafsio :  nay , had  (he  bin  true, 
If  heaven  would  make  roe  lush  another  world, 
Of  one  intire  and  parted  Crifolitc, 
Tde  not  hare  fold  htr  for  it. 

Em.  My  husband? 

Oth.  1 ,  twas  he  that  told  me  firft  ; 
An  honcft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  (lime 
That  ftickes  one  filthy  deedes. 

Em.  Myhusdand? 

Oth.  What  needei  this  iteration  >  woman,  I  fay  thy  husband* 

Em.  Oh  Miftres,  villany  hath  made  mockes  with  lore : 
My  husband  fay  that  (he  was  falfe? 

Oth.  He  woman  ,1  fay  thy  husband ;  doft  underftand  the  Word) 
My  friendjthy  husband,  honeft,honeft  I  ago. 

Em.  If  he  fay  (b,may  his  pernicious  foule 
Rot  balfc  a  graine  a  day  s  he  lies  to'ch  heart, 
She  was  to  fond  of  her  moft  filthy  bargain*. 

Oth.  Ha  > 

Em.  Doe  thy  worfr, 
Thi«  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven. 
Then  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace  you  were  belt. 

Em  Thou  haft  not  halfe  the  power  to  doe  me  harme, 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt :  O  gull,  O  dolt, 
As  ignorant  as  dure  thou  baft  done  a  deed  — - 
I  care  not  for  thy  fword,Ile  make  thee  know, 
Tho  I  loft  twenty  lives  .'helpe,helpe,0  helpe 
The  Moore  has  kild  my  Miftrefle,  murde^murder- 

Enter  Montano,  Gragantio,  lago,  others. 

Ado*.  What  is  the  matter  ?  how  now  Gencrall  > 

Em.  O,  are  you  come  lago  I  yov  have  done  well* 
That  men  mull  lay  their  mtrrdcr  on  your  neck. 

Cra.  What  is  the  matter  > 

Em.  Difproove  this  vil  laine ,  if  thou  bee'ft  a  man  $ 
He  fayei  tbou  toldft'him  that  his  wife  was  Sfrtfi  ' 
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I  know  thou  dift  not*  thou  art  not  iach.a  vilUinc : 
Speake,  For  my  heart  is  full. 

lag.  I  told  him  what  I  thought,  and  cold.no  more,, 
Then  what  he  found  him'felfe  was  ape  and  true. 
Em.  But  did  you  ever  tell  hi  a;  fnc  was  falle  1 


fa<r.  I  did. 


Em.  You  told  a  lie.  an  o  dim  is  damned  ljjrj 
Vpon  rcy  fcule  a  lie,  a  wicked  lie  : 
She  wasfahe  with  C^jdidyofi  fay  vvidi  Cajfio  ? 

lag.  With  Cajfw  nnftrefle  •,  go  to  charms  your  tongue.. 
,Em;  I.wUiiiQtcharinemy  tongue,  I:am  bound  to.fpeake  V 
My  hn&rxft  herejies  murUei ;ed  inher  bed, 
All.  Oh  heavens  foretencL 
Em.  A'.d  your  reports  have fet  the  murder  on. 
Cth.  Nay,  Marc  not  mailers. .it  is  true  indeed,. 
Qra.  lis  a  grange  truth. 
Men  O  njonftrous^ ! 
Em.  Vi i  1  a n y >  v i 1 1  a ny 5  v i II a n y  ; 
I  thinke  upon't>  I  thin'ke,  I  fme'll  a  villany  ; 
I  thought  (o  then  $  He  kill  my  felfe  for  griefe- 
Ovillany^villany. 

lag.  What  are  you  mad  ?I  charge  3f.QU.jgef  you  home. 
Em.  Good  Gentlemen  Jet  me  have  Lave  to  Ipeake , 
Tis  proper  I  obey  him5  bat  not  now  ; 

Perhaps  lago^  I  will  lit  re  goe  home.  .  ^ 

Oth.  Oh,  oh,  oh..        . ,         Oth.  falls  on  the  bel* 

Em.  Nay,  lay  thee  d awae}  and  fQWfy 
For  thou  haft  kild  the  fwectcft innocent, 
That  ere  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  Olhe  was  foule; 
I  fcarce  did  know  you  Vnck,  there  lies  your  Niece, 
Whole  brcjtth  ind.ed,  thefe  hands  have  newly  flop: ; 
I  knmy  iMs  aft  fhewes  terrible  and  grim.  0  !5  q  ^-x 

GVrf.  Poor xT>tfdemon a9  I  am  glad  thy' father's  dead, 
Thy  match  was  mortall  to  him,and  pure  griefe :  \ 
Shore  his  old  th.vad  in  twane  did  he  live  now, 
This  fight  vvould  make  him  doe  a  defperate  turfle^ 
\ea  curfe  his  better  Angell  frqgi  his  fide, 

And 
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And  fall  to  reprobation. 

Oth.  Tis  pittifulljbut  yet  lago  knowes , 
That  (he  with  Caffio ,  had  the  aft  of  fhamc 
A  thoufand  times  commL  ted  ,C*^conf«ftit  : 
And  (he  did  gratifie  his  amorous  workes, 
With  that  recognifance  and  pledge  of  love, 
Which  I  firft  gave  her;  I  faw  it  in  his  hand  5 
I c  was  a  handkerchiefe.  an  antique  token  g 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother. 

Em.  O  heaven,  O  heavenly  powers, 

lag.  Come  hold  your  peace. 

Em.  Twill  out,  twill  out :  I  hold  my  peace  fir,  no, 
lie  be  infpeaking,  liberall  as  the  north  -y 
Let  heaven*  and  men,  and  devils,  let  em  all, 
All,  all  cry  fhameagainft  me,  yet  Uefpeake. 

Jag,  Be  wife  and  get  you  home. 

Em.  I  will  not. 

Or  a.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman  ? 
.    Em.  O  thou  dull  Moore,  that  handkerchiefe  thott  fpeak'ft  on, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband  : 
For  often  with  a  folemnecarneftnefle, 
(  More  then  indeed  belong'd  lo  fuch  a  trifle, ) 
He  beg  *d  of  me  to  uVale  it. 

lag.  Villainous  whore. 
Em,  Sh«  gave  it  Caffio  >  no, alas  I  find  it, 
And  I  did  givt't  my  hufband;. 

lag.  Filth,  thou  lied, 

Em,  By  heaven!  doe  not,  I  doe  not  Gentlemen, 
O  murderous  Coxcombe  !  what  mould  fuch  a  foole 
Doe  with  fo  good  a  woman? 

The  Moore  runs  at  Iago,  lago  kills  his  wife. 
Oth.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heaven, 
But  what  ferve*  for  the  thunder  >.  per  nitious  villaine. 
Gra,  The  worn  *  n  falls,- fure  he  has  kild  his  wife. 
Em,  I,  ?  Olay  me  by  my  rniftrefle  fide.  ExttUfp 
Gra.  Hee's  gone^  but  his  wife's  kild. 
Mon.  Tis  a  'notorious  villaine,  take  your  weapon, 
-  Which  I  hi¥e  here  recovered  from  the  Moore ; 

M  2  Come, 


yo         Tbe'trageely  of&thetto 

Come,  guard  the  doore  without,  let  him  nor  pane, 

But  kill  him  rather  jlleafrer  that  fame  villaine, 

For  tU  a  damned  Have.  Exit  Mont,  and  Gratiaao . 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neither, 
But  every  puny  whipftergets  my  fword : 
But  why  mould  honour  out-live  hoiKfty  > 
Let  it  goe  all. 

Em  What  did  thy  fong  bode  Lady  > 
Harke,  canlt  thou  heare  me  1 1  will  play  the  Swan> 
And  die  in  mulicke  \  willow,  willow ^  wtllew, 
Moore,  (lie  was  chart,  fhe  Icv'd  thtecrueli  Moore, 
So  come  my  fouie  to  blilTe,  as  I  fpeake  true ; 
So  fpeaking  as  I  thinke,  I  die,  I  die.  (be  dies. 

Oth.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber, 
Ir »« a  fword  of  Sfaine,  the  Ifcbrookes  temper : 
Oherek  is  s  Vncie,I  muft  come  forth.  Gra-.wtfik*, 

Grd,  It  thon  attempt  it,  it  will  cofl  thee  deer, 
Thou  haft  no  weapon,  and  perforce  muft  firffcr. 

Oth.  Looke  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeake  tome, 
Or  naked  as  1  am,  I  will  alFault  thee. 
Gra.  What  is  the  matter  > 
Oth.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon, 
A  better  never  did  it  fe]  u  fufraine 
Vpou  a  Soldiers  thigh ;  I  have  leene  the  day, 
Tnat  with  this  little  arme.and  this  good  faord,; 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Then  twenty  times  ycurftop :  bucOvaine  boaft, 
Who  can  controulc  his  fate  >  tis  not  to  now. 
fie  not  afiVaidy.hough  you  doe  P.e  me  wvaponM  ^ 
Here  is  my  jounnes  tnd,  here  is  my  but**. 
The  my  Sea-ma*keofmy  utmoftfaile. 
Doe  you  goe  bfcckediimald  ?  tis  a  loft  feare,  ^' 
Mj  n  but  a  rum  againft  OtheWsbrtztt, 
Ai  d  be  ctiers.  Where  thoiild  Otbellogoe  t 
How  d oft  thou  looke  now  >  O  ill  ftor'd  wendi* 
Pale  at  thy  fmorke ,  when  we  (hall  meet  arcompt, 
This  looke ofihxnc  will  hurlenryfoulefroiiiheaiV  tnj 
Aid  fiends  will  Inatch  at  it ;  cold,  cold,  my  gir ]c, 


the  Mom  of  V  enice. 

Even  like  thy  chaftity :  O  eurfed  flare  : 
W  hip  me  you  def  ills, 
From  the  poflctfion  of  this  heavenly  fight, 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  roaft  rae  in  fulphcr, 
Warn  me  in  ftcepedowne  gurphrs  ot  liquid  tke  : 
O  Defdemota ,  Defdfwmts  ;  dead,  O,  o,  o. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Montano,  andofietrs* 
CaflTio  tn  a  chair  e. 

Led.  Where  is  this  ra(h  and  moft  infortunate  man  > 

Oth.  That's  he  that  was  Othelloyhtre  I  am. 

Lod.  W  here  is  that  Viper  ?  bring  ihe  villaine  forth, 

Oth.  I  lookc  downe  towards  his  feet,  but  due's  a  fabfr, 
If  that  thou  becft  a  dtvill  I  cannot  kill  thee* 

Led.  Wj  ench  his  fword  from  him* 

I*g .  I  bleed  fir,  but  not  ki!fd. 

Cth.  I  «m  not  forry  neither,  Pde  hare  thee  Kve, 
fbrinmy  icnic  tis  happinefie  to  dye. 

Lad*  O  thou  Othello  >  that  wert  once  fo  good, 
Y  alne  in  the  praftife  oi  a  damaed  Have, 
Ub?t  mould  be  laid  to  thee  > 

Oth*  Why  dny  thing. 
A  n  honourable  murderer  if  you  will  ; 
For  nought  did  I  in  hate,  buc  all  in  honour* 

Led.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  vilhiny  : 
Did  vou-andhe  content  in  (T*/Wv  death  ? 
Oth.  I 

Caf  Deare  Generall,  I  d  id  never  give  you  caufr . 

Oth.  I  doe  beleeve  it,' and  I  aske  you  pardon  * 
Will  you  I  pray,  demaund  that  demy  devill, 
V\  h>  he  hath  thus  infnar'd  my  foulc  and  body  > 

lag.  Demand  me  nothing,  what  you  know  you  know  -7 
Fk  m  this  time  forth  I  never  will  ipeake  word • 

Led.  \V  hdt^not  to  pray  > 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oth  Wellythou  dfxi  beft. 

Ltd-  Sir,  fou  (ball  underftand  what  hath  be  falne, 
Which,  aj- i  thin^t  you  know  not :  hereis  a  letter, 

M  J ;  Found 


9* 


The  Tragedy  of  Othello 

V  ound  in  the  packet  of  the  flaine  Rodcrigo  \ 
And  here  another ;  the  one  of  them  imports 
1  he  death  of  Cajfie,  to  be  undertook e  by  Rodertgo. 
Oth.  Ovillaine, 

Caf.  Moftheathenim^andmoftgrofTe* 
Led,  Now  heres  another  difcontented  paper, 
Found  in  his  pocket  too,  and  this  it  feemes, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  Tent  this  damned  villaine, 
But  that  belike,  I  ago  in  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatbtied  him. 

Oth*  O  the  pornitious  oatkffe ! 
How  came  you  Caffio  by  a  handkerchiefs 
That  was  my  wires  ? 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber  \ 
And  he  himfelfe  con  fell  it  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropt  it,for  a  fpeaciali  purpofe, 
Which  wrought  to  hisdefire, 
Oth,  O  roeJe,  foole,  toole. 
Caf.  There  is  befides  in  Roderigoes  letter, 
How  he  obraides  lagos  that  he  made  him 
Braye  me  upon  the  watch  whereon  it  came, 
That  1  was  caft ;  and  even  but  now  ht  I peake, 
After  lorg  feeming  d$ad,  I  ago  hurt  him, 
lagofsi  him  on. 

Led,  You  muft  forfake  this  roome,  and  goe  with  us, 
Your  pow(  r  .and  your  command  is  taken  offi 
And  Caffio  rules  in  Cyprus :  Fore  this  Have, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty. 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  mall  b  e  his ;  You  fhall  clofe  prifone r  reft 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  knowne 
To  tixtVenetian  State  \  come  bring  him  away. 

Oth.  Soft  you*  word  or  two  before  you  goe  • 
I  have  done  the  State  fome  fervice,  and  they  know't : 
No  more  of  that  .*  I  pray  you  in  your  letters* 
When  ycu  (hall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
S peake  of  me  as  I  am  y  Bothing  extenuate, 
Nor  fet  downe  ought  in  malice  alien  you  muft  ipeike, 


The  Tragedy  of  Othello  g 

Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wifely,  but  to  well : 

Of  one  not  eaiily  jealous,  out  being  wrought, 

Per plext  in  the  extreame :  oi  one  whofe  hand, 

Like  the  bafe  Induv,  threw  a  pearlc  away, 

Richer  then  ail  his  Tribe :  of  one  whofe  fubducd  eyes, 

Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  moode, 

Drop  teares,  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 

Their  medicinal!  gum  :  Setyoudowne  this  ; 

And  Uy  be  iid<s,  that  in  Alefpo  once, 

Where  a  Mai  gnant  and  a  Turband  Turkf, 

Bcate  a  V rnettatt,  and  craducM  the  State  $ 

I  tooki  bi'ch  ihrcaie  the  circumcifcd  dog, 

And  imort  Mm  thus  Heflabshimfelfe* 

Lod.  O  blood?  period. 

Cram  All  tha«.%i*pokt  is  mard. 

OiK  T  kift  (bee  c re  I  kildthee,no  way  but  this, 
Li'lin;  i.i  id;s*.  di  upen  a  klflb*.  He  din. 

Caf.  I     did  1  kai  i,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon^ 
Foj  !<t  was  gi eat  of  heart.  1 

Led-  O  i  p  -  n  anc  dog, 
ft  ■  •'  'eiu^  «•  anguifli, hunger, or  the  Sea. 
j  >■  k     nth<  urgicke  lodging  of  this  bed, 
Tm% is  r fi     "  Ke  j  the  ob  jett  pcifons  fight^  • 
1  'ti.  be  licj  .(Jratiano^  keepe  the  houfe, 
Ancfcew  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moore, 
^  «>r  <l»ey  Uiccccd  to  you :  To  you  Lord  Gouernour, 
I  <  maims  :he  cenfureofthis  hcllifti  viljaine, 
1  he  i  ir^f,  t>  I  place,  the  toiture  $  O  enforce  it, 

fclfc  v  i-' '  ftrait  aboord,  and  to  the  State, , 
1  his  heavy  aft  with  heavy  heart  relate. 

FINIS. 


Printed  or  fold  by  William  Ie\f{ef  at  the  fignc  cf  the 
Crown  in  Ffcetflreet  between  the  two  Temple  Gates: 


VOrkt  Haraidr*,  Bo\\o 
*    A  Bible  of  i  rcry  fair  le/gg 


Roman  letter,  40, 

0 1  Undo  Tkrufi  Folio. 
Cz/Z*r  /earned  Readings  on  the 
Srat.  2 1  Hen.  %.  Chap,  f  of  Sewer* 
Veritas  on  the  Law  of  EngUud, 
mi$*{ons  Office  of  Sheriff* 
Pe'^foftt  Law. 
M in  our  of  Jnftice. 
Xopick>  in  the  Laws  of  England. 
Styn  de  (tgmfic  atione  Verbowm* 
VeUwtn*  ufe  of  the  Horizontal 
Quadrant- 

wUbfs  a-  fcCofMufiquc,  j.  4.  jr. 

audtf.Parts* 

Cordemus  »»  Engl'fh- 

Doctor  F*#,f  Meteors,  with  Obfert 

JfdWSw  Fire- worker 

ty«  Gunnery  and  Fiie  workes 

€tto  Major  with  Annotations 

fc?  W*.  ^«jr«  Efqwier. 

Mel  HtUfconium,  by  /f7f x.  Jto/Jk 

No/re  uipfum,  by  Sr.  John  ltavi: 

Animadverfions  on  Iti/iw  Giarrrocr 

ThcMiftory  oiyienna,  and  Paris 

Z.a%AYttto  deTormcs. 

Hero  and  Lewder,  by  G.Ghtpman 

tndGbriftopb.  Mulct*. 
Pofin*  of  the  Accidence. 
GMisms  Heraldry. 
Heriww  Travels 
Man  become  guilty,  by  frhn 

ftdneis  e«r**f,«fKl  Eng  lifted 
by  Hemy  Earfcof  Monmouth. 
Excerfic  trio  5colaftr« 


Thefe  Baoitesfolloming 

The  Ideot-in  4  bocke* ;  the  firft 
and  fecond  of  Wiidom  \  the 
third  of  the  Mind  \  ch*  ftourtfi 
of  Starick  Experiments  of  the 

The  life  and  Reign  of  Htn-  the 
Eighth,  wr icten  by  the  L-  He rbe%\> 
Auilmt,  or  thehcufe  of  !i$ni 
The  Fort  Royal  of  Ht4y  StTipture* 


.  by  I  H.the.  3  d.  Wition 
A  Tr»gtdy  of C  Hh  p.ffi  n,  wait- 
ten  by  the  moU  learned  w>o Gromt 
and  Englished  by  Qcorgc  Sand*. 
Mathematical!  Recreations, 
with  rhe£ener*!l  Hor  lo^icall 
Hirrg'.andrhe  do  Me  *  r  z  ^-nal 
Diili,  byx'iil^m  0  igbtred. 
i  he  G  n  dtn  of  Eafjt  j  o»  <in  Acura  re 
'eicr  pr^on  ef  j!I  Flowers  and 
Fru^n.cy.v  j 1  ,w    'in  En  J  with 
particular  m'es  how  to  advance  their 
Mature  an  d  Growth  as  well  \n  Seeds 
md  Hobs,  as  the  fecra  ordering 
of  frees  8c  PUntvby  th*t  learned 
an«l  great  Gbfci>er  Sir  Hvgb  Platt 
Kni  ht  the  4  »,  EduioiJ, 
Solitary  dc^oJcns  with  roan  in  glory, 
bvthc  woft  R  ever  ant  and  holyFa- 
ther  Anftlem,  aich  Sifho?  of  CaW- 

bw,y.     r  l  j  r  e  s. 

Hen.  the  For  th  J  'ULifler . 

1  he  WtfUi  |  t  he  Hollander. 

Maid*  Tragtde.  King  and  no  Kifig. 

The  grartull  tenant, 

The  Arainge  DifcotTcry*  ' 

The  Merchant  of  t  imu 


